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Summary: He didn't want any of this. He just wanted to live like he 
wanted to live. He didn't want the chief's throne, he didn't want 
responsibility, and he certainly didn't want to involve a complicated 
family history in all of it. But he had to, and that was the 
terrifying part. (My take on the sequel. This was completed before 
the sequel came out. No slash) . 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Hey everyone! As said in the description, this is how I think the 
sequel will go. Thanks for inspiration inhonoredglory (who 
understands this story better than anyone!) ! Thanks to for the 
information that I would never be able to get on my own. There are 
hints about what information fans have gained about the sequel over 
the past three years. All content belongs to the rightful orders. 
Hope you enjoy! Please Read and Review! 

><strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Chapter l<strong> 

_This is Berk. _ 

_It ' s twelve days north of hopeless and a few degrees south of 
freezing to death. It's located solidly on the meridian of 
misery ._ 

_My name's Hiccup. It's been five years since I destroyed the Green 
Death with the help of my best friend Toothless. Since then. Berk and 
dragons have made a lifestyle together that is beyond anything that I 
could've imagined. But I never imagined that meeting just one person, 
after a normal day, could explode into something that would change my 
life forever. 



><p><em>Whoosh ! <em> 

Toothless soared across the ocean, water droplets hammering into his 
face. Thunderdrums seemed to gallop in the waves in front of them. 
Toothless and his rider flew playfully between their wings and the 
ocean, content when they soared to the sky. 

The clouds raced past them; it felt as if they weren't moving, just 
that the wind was pushing the clouds past them. Toothless twirled 
until he was upside down. He then twirled upward, then freefalling. 

He let out a delighted cry and smiled. He flipped and banked more, 
until Hiccup said from his back, "What do you think bud? You want to 
give this a shot?" 

_Not again! _Toothless moaned. 

"Toothless! It'll be fine!" Cranks sounded as Hiccup's foot set the 
appropriate settings. Hiccup took a deep breath. "Ready?" 

Toothless roared, secretly thinking, _Don't die, crazy boy._ 

Hiccup slid off of Toothless's back. He screamed. "Yeah!" 

Toothless followed him, ready to catch his best friend if anything 
went wrong. They fell, side by side. 

"Yeah!" Hiccup cheered. Toothless, thrilled, smiled back, his tongue 
catching the wind. 

The ocean came in view. Hiccup pulled a string on his new vest. 

Hiccup vanished from Toothless's sight, but when Toothless leveled 
out, there was Hiccup. He was excitedly screaming, ecstatic that his 
new flight suit was working. The leather wings spread from his suit 
and to his arms, which were stretched out almost straight. Hiccup 
quickly pulled another string, and a Night Fury's fin snapped open on 
his back. 

"This is amazing!" Hiccup screamed. He looked back to his friend, who 
smiled, flying straight because of the setting he had set 
earlier . 

Hiccup laughed, glazing the clouds as they flew across the sky. 

He never wanted it to end, but it had to. Toothless flew under him, 
expecting a response. Hiccup folded in the suit and the tail fin, 
landed, found his foot's position, and was once again in perfect 
harmony with Toothless. Berk was in sight. From above the mountain. 
Hiccup could see the giant red banner suspended on the Great Hall's 
door . 

Hiccup beamed. _The Dragon Games _were a favorite of everyone now. 

All dragons and all Vikings were welcome to compete. 

Hiccup, new flight suit coating him, landed in the Plaza, dismounting 
Toothless in the same motion. He raced into the smithy while 
Toothless curled up outside and closed his eyes. Hiccup didn't take 
off the helmet as he began forging a new gizmo. He was going to 
upgrade Toothless's tail so that he didn't wobble so much when flying 



on his own; he had noticed that Toothless's flying was a little 
shaky . 


"Hey stranger, " a voice chimed behind him. 

Hiccup didn't look up from his work. "Hey, Astrid." 

"Where are you underneath that?" 

"I'm here. " 

Astrid took off the helmet. Hiccup's shaggy red-brown hair fell with 
a swish. His green eyes pierced his work as if the glare alone could 
finish the job. His jaw line tensed as he secretly bit his tongue, 
thinking. His freckles were barely noticeable and little drops of 
sweat fell from his chin and bangs. Astrid knew it now; her man had 
passed through puberty. 

"Can you talk to me for three seconds?" Astrid asked. 

Hiccup smirked and left the tail alone. "Sorry." 

Astrid laid the helmet down and kissed him for a quick moment. "How 
did the test flight go?" 

Hiccup's eyes lit up immediately. "It was beyond words! Oh wow! 

Flying beside Toothless! Oh, wow! Astrid, you've got to try 
it ! " 

"Make me a flight suit, I just might." 

Hiccup nodded. "I'll do that right now!" 

"Wait, wait. Hiccup!" Astrid snatched his shoulders and stared into 
his eyes. 

Hiccup stared back. When did they become such a magnificent blue? 
Astrid' s eyes, he meant. Her side braid delicately lay on her 
shoulder. She had on her white fur vest, preparing for the cold 
winter that was threatening appearance. She was still taller than 
him, but only by just a bit. She was smiling at him. He crookedly 
smiled back, and prayed that he didn't look stupid. 

Astrid let go of his shoulders. "So, do you want to go out flying 
again? Without the flight suits?" 

Hiccup shrugged and grimaced. "I really think you should try the 
flight suit. I'll make you one right now!" 

"Astrid!" a hoarse voice demanded. 

"Ruffnut?" Astrid exclaimed and whirled around. Her hair was 
different. Her three braids were pulled back, held together by a 
leather strap. The three braids swished beneath the strap when she 
walked. Her helmet hid the top of her head. 

"Hiccup, I need to borrow her." Ruffnut grabbed Astrid' s shoulder and 
dragged her out of the forge without getting Hiccup's or Astrid' s 
permission . 



"What is it?" Astrid demanded as Ruffnut dragged her away. 


"Come on. Inside the stable. That stupid brother of mine has ears 
that no one knows about . " 

"What is it?" Astrid growled when they were in the hay loft. 

"You've got to help me get that nerd away from 
me ! " 

"Who?" 

"Hiccup, " Ruffnut growled. Then she shouted, "Who do you think? 
Fishlegs ! " 

Astrid giggled. "What's wrong?" 

"The nerd keeps following me around! He gave a daisy to me yesterday 
and he had this stupid grin on his face! It's creepy! He's such an 
idiot ! " 

"Have you ever considered that he likes you?" 

"Why do you think that I don't want him following me around?" Ruffnut 
shouted . 

Astrid kept smiling. "Maybe this is a good thing." 

Ruffnut stared blankly at her. "How?" 

"I don't know. Maybe it's just good!" 

Ruffnut 's mouth was a thin line stretched across her face. She glared 
at her friend, her eyelids half-closed. "If he tries to hold my hand 
I'm whacking your head off." 

Astrid smiled. "Whatever." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup walked into his home. He wanted to head straight to his 
room, but a harsh, "Hiccup!" froze him in his tracks. <p> 

"Yeah Dad?" Hiccup cringed. His dad looked angry. His eyes were thin 
slits . 

"Where were you this afternoon?" 

"Out flying with ToothaC | argh ! " Hiccup smacked his head. "Oh! Right! 
The village meeting!" 

"Hiccup, this childishness has to stop!" 

"What childishness?" Hiccup snapped. "Look, I'm sorry I missed the 
meeting, buta€ | " 

"This isn't the first time. Hiccup!" Stoick shouted. "You still can't 
follow the simplest orders!" 

"I just got excited with Toothless, Dad! I'm sorry!" 



Stoick massaged his head, feeling his hair which was slowly 
whitening; it was the cause of, no doubt, the constant fathering he 
still needed to give his twenty year-old son. "This is the third 
time, son. It's not just the meetings, it's everything else you have 
to do! You're only responsible with the dragons, nothing else. I let 
it slide when you were fifteen, even sixteen, but this just isn't 
acceptable anymore!" 

"I'm taking care of the dragons! They need someone to take care 
ofa€ | " 

"Son! You can't do whatever you want when you're chief! You have 
responsibilities which I'm trying to show you!" 

Hiccup breathed. "I'll go to the meeting tomorrow. I promise that I 
won ' t miss it . " 

Stoick too breathed. "Alright. But you better be there before I 


Hiccup nodded, and left the house. 


2 . Chapter 2 

_Just a note that this story may be irregularly updated. I'm busy and 
while I know where the story is going, I have no idea how to bind it 
all together. Sorry 'bout that. Enjoy! Don't forget to review! 


CHAPTER 2 

Hiccup escaped to the stables, where the dragons were. Stormfly's 
last batch of Deadly Nadders nipped at his feet. The new Monstrous 
Nightmares blew fire at each other, taking after their father, 
Hookfang. He always felt at home with the dragons. They were his 
friends when he felt lost. 

Toothless gurgled when he appeared behind Hiccup. He nudged his hand, 
offering that dose of encouragement that he was famous for. 

Hiccup smiled and hugged Toothless's neck. "You know when I'm 
saddest, bud." 

_Yeah, I do. Why do you think I'm your best friend, _Toothless said 
in Dragonese. Hiccup still couldn't understand him, but he still 
talked. Sometimes, however Hiccup understood him, though roars and 
gurgles, it was enough to say, _I'm here._ 

"How do I tell him bud? How do I tell him that I'm not the type of 
person to be chief? I can't do it." 

Toothless purred, nudging Hiccup's face. 

Hiccup sat by the fence, where yaks noisily chomped on hay. "How do I 
tell him that the chief life isn't for me? I want to explore other 
islands with you. I want to see the world and explore what other 
people are out there. Ia€ i I need toa€|be free. I can't be stuck on 
this island forever, I need to leave!" 



Toothless licked Hiccup's chin. His rider laughed. "How well do you 
know me?" 

_More than you know._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The Dragon Games were forming the next morning as many people 
circled into the arena. They were only waiting for the meeting to 
end . <p> 

Dragons gathered in their separate cages, getting fed and prepped for 
the game day that everyone looked forward to. Even the 
dragons . 

Ruffnut fed Barf and Belch their fish as they awaited the call for 
the games to begin. Tuffnut was supposed to be helping her prep them, 
but a group of hot, bulky Viking girls just a few years younger than 
them entered the Dragon Academy. Tuffnut wanted to "say hi". Suddenly 
having a beard made him think he was much manly than he actually was. 
Now, she had to do the boring, responsible work. 

"Ruffnut ! " 

"What do you want Fishy?" 

Fishlegs strode up to her. "Where's Tuffnut?" 

"Look at the big group of girls at the entrance. He's the more girly 
one." She continued throwing the fish in pairs at Barf and 
Belch . 

"It-it-it might be better if you feed them the salmon instead of the 
cod. The salmon gives them more energy." 

Ruffnut blankly looked at him, her expression bored. "Do I look like 
I care?" 


Fishlegs crossed his eyebrows. Five years made him a bit more 
confident; with a beard and longer hair, he looked a bit more manly 
(though Ruffnut would never admit it) . "No. I just thought it would 
be a good idea." 

"Keep your good ideas to yourself." 


Fishlegs rolled his eyes and called for Meatlug as he lightly stepped 
away . 


Ruffnut nervously snuck glances between the fish barrel and the open 
area. In a quick motion, she switched barrels. She exchanged the cod 
for the salmon. 


"Eat up, " she grumpily ordered. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"And so we will have enough fish for the coming winter. The first 
snow is coming within the next week or so. Bucket's bucket is just a 
bit tight. So, we are prepared." Mulch finished his 



report . <p> 


Hiccup was sitting next to his dad. He had to fight to stay awake. 
Since he couldn't be flying on Toothless now, he took the opportunity 
and accepted Toothless's wake up call. They flew early, before the 
sun was even up. 

When his dad stood up, he kept sitting. "Thank you. Mulch. The sheep 
are being sheared and winter clothing is being made by the 
housewives. If there is no further business, you are 
dismissed . " 

Vikings filed out of the Great Hall, eager to mount their dragons and 
bring home a medal . 

"Dad!" Hiccup stopped him when only a few Vikings were left in the 
Great Hall . 

"Son, I'm glad you were here today. See, you don't have to do 
anything, you just need to be here." 

"I know, I know, buta€ | I need to talk to you." 

"Oh. Well, what is it?" 

Hiccup uncertainly hummed. "Well, it ' sa€ | about this chief stuff. You 
and I both know I'm not ready to do this." 

Stoick laughed. "Son, you don't have to until I die. You've got lots 
of time to prepare." Stoick turned around and started to 
leave . 

Hiccup walked with him. "It's not just that. I think that it would be 
better for me if I went and explored the other islands, you 
knowa€ | just leave Berk anda€ | anda€ | " 

Stoick had stopped dead in his tracks. He looked at Hiccup as if he 
were trapped in a memory. "N-no. That's out of the question." 

"Why?" Hiccup chased after his dad. 

"It's not a good idea!" 

"Getting to know other tribes, alliances, new dragonsa€ | Dad this is 
the best idea I've ever had. You want me to train to be chief, well 
this is the best way!" 

"You're not going to go explore other islands. Hiccup! That's my 
final word. Now, you have to referee the dragon games. They'll be 
starting soon. I suggest you get to the Academy." 

"Dad, please let me go anda€ i " 

"I said that it was my final word!" 

Hiccup was left there, in the Great Hall. He stomped his good foot. 

He was trapped on Berk. 

Unknown to him, his father leaned against the statue by the Great 
Hall's entrance. His son's plea brought back a horrible memory. It 



was a memory that Hiccup would never understand. Stoick didn't want 
him to. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"He just wants to protect you, " Gobber said as he pounded the 
hammer into shape . <p> 

"Sure, sure, " Hiccup paced around the shop. Toothless dozing by the 
counter. "He wants to protect the twenty year old man who's ridden a 
Night Fury for five years and has done countless things without his 
father's help, coming out alive!" 

"You do remember one incident where you lost your foot?" 

Hiccup glanced down at the foot he had tweaked over the years. 

"Aren't I still alive?" 

Gobber nodded, his whitening moustache bouncing. "Well, if you are a 
man, then you can handle this yourself and not worry about 

it . " 

Hiccup sighed. "Alright, I will. Come on Toothless." 

Toothless drowsily got up and followed Hiccup's footsteps. _Sploosh, 
klink, sploosh, klinka€|_ 

A harsh hiss whipped across the island, accompanying a winter chill. 
As Hiccup arrived in the arena, children were bundled extra tightly, 
looking three times their size. Adults, except the tough, arrogant 
Viking men, were wrapped in thick shawls. The snow hadn't come yet; 
this was just a warning of its coming. 

Stoick stood on a stand and boomed, "Welcome to the fifth annual 
Dragon Games ! " 

Vikings cheered. Dragons noticed their masters' excitement and roared 
with approval . 

"The first event is Dragon Combat. All opponents have been assigned. 
The final fight will take place around noon today. Let the fun 
begin ! " 

Hiccup clapped. He would be referring the final battle, unless it was 
him . 

A punch on the shoulder told him who it was. "Astrid, what is 
it?" 


She smiled at him. "I'm fighting Fishlegs." 

"He's gotten better over five years, though. He and Meatlug beat 
Hookfang last year." 

"And we're not letting Snotlout forget it!" Astrid giggled. "You want 
to watch me?" 

"Can't. I'm fighting Snotface." 


"Snotlout?" 



"That's what I said." 


She rolled her beautiful eyes. "Remember Thawfest five years ago? How 
competitive you got?" 

Hiccup blushed at the memory. "Yeah, not my proudest moment." 

Astrid kissed his cheek. "Beat him without it." 

Hiccup smirked. "We'll see." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"An interesting thing happened this morning, " Gobber 
said . <p> 

"What?" Stoick half-mindedly asked. 

"Hiccup came by, telling me that you said not to go explore the 
islands . " 

"You know why I'm not going to let him do that." 

"Oh, I know why, " Gobber said, "but the question is when will you 
tell him?" 

Stoick looked up from the spear he was sharpening. "Let's not talk 
about it . " 


"Hiccup won't end up like Valhallarama, Stoick." 

Stoick threw the spear across the Plaza, and hit Gobber 's shop. 
"He'll end up just like her because my son is exactly like her, 
Gobber! The spunk, the interest in dragons, the sarcasm, everything! 
Now Val is gone! She hasn't come back. What was she last doing? 
Exploring other islands. I'm not going to let Hiccup end up the same 
way . " 

"He's got ToothlessaC | " 

"Well, neither you, me, or Toothless is going to be able to protect 
him forever. You told me that yourself once." 

Stoick stormed off, calling for Thornado. Gobber shook his head, 
wondering how things like this could get better. 


Behind him. Vikings raced, jeering. Gobber half raced half wobbled to 
the sight of the commotion, behind a building. He pushed his way 
through puberty-suffering Viking teenagers to see two adults fighting 
in the grass. Their dragons nipped at each other, blowing fire, and 
clawing . 


By the species of the dragons, you could tell who was 
fighting . 


Gobber shrieked. "Hiccup! Snotlout!" 


3 . Chapter 3 



_Thank you for all the favorites and follows! I can't believe that 
people are reading this! Hope you like this! Please review! 


Chapter 3 

Right eye closed. Hiccup felt raw meat be squished onto it. He placed 
his hand on it, holding it in place. 

"Dad, you don't need to nurse me! I'm fine!" Hiccup was sitting at 
the table in his house. The late afternoon atmosphere was tiring 
him. 

"That eye is as black as Toothless' scales!" 

"You should see Snotlout's jaw. His beard has a little lump in 
it 

"This isn't a joke. Hiccup! You were fighting!" 

"Five years ago, you would've declared a yearly holiday if I beat 
Snotlout in a fight!" Hiccup sneered. 

Stoick flared. "This isn't five years ago and you are no longer 
fifteen ! " 

Hiccup stayed silent while his father rampaged. 

"You're going to be chief soon, son! You need to show some respect 
and discipline." 

"I'm more disciplined than Snotlout!" 

"We're talking about you! You're still not a man yet! You're still 
not an adult! Half your days are spent with Toothless! You don't care 
about the village and its people!" 

"I care! Just let me be who I am and let me get out of here!" 

"You can ' t ! " 

"A chief can still explore!" 

"A chief stays where he is and lives his life as an example for the 
people! You need to make an example for yourself! You need loyal 
followers ! " 

" I know ! " 

"No, you don ' t ! " 

"Dad! I told you that this job is not for me!" 

"Well, what will it take for it to be for you?" 

"I don't know! I just know that I don't want it!" 


"You need to want it!" 



Hiccup stood up and shouted, "I am sick of having my life be 
predestined by who you think I should be!" 

"You're my son! Your life was predestined from birth!" Stoick 
bellowed . 

"Oh, now that I'm so big and mighty with dragons at my hands there is 
a chance of me becoming chief! Everyone knew I couldn't be chief 
before I trained a dragon, but now that I have this great strength, 
suddenly it's possible!" 

"You were always going to be chief!" 

"Oh, please! Like everyone knew that was what you thought! Like 
everyone knew that I would be chief if I didn't have Toothless. As if 
no one thought that Snotlout would make the better chief!" 

"Well, maybe he would!" 

Hiccup gritted his teeth, angry. He slammed the meat on the floor and 
stormed off. 

"Yes, go!" Stoick breathed. "Run away like you always do!" 

Hiccup halted. He felt anger boil inside of him. "At least I don't 
hide away from everything in my life because mom 
disappeared ! " 

Stoick froze. "You did not say that." 

"Think again . I did . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup stomped out of the house. <p> 

He ran to the forest. He ran past familiar brush and murky swamp 
water. He raced down a path he knew too well. In moments, he was in 
his sanctuary. The cove where he found Toothless was his escape. The 
walls shielded him from the rest of the world, and only one being, a 
Night Fury, could purge the wall. 

Hiccup sat next to the lake, the sunset casting gleams of light onto 
the highest rock. He lay down across the wet beach. He closed his 
eyes . 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em>A seven year old boy ran up to his mother. She knelt down, 
kissed both his cheeks. <em> 

"_You be good for your dad, okay?"_ 

"_Where are you going? 

"_To see other islands. 

"_Can I come?"_ 

"_No, it's too dangerous for you . 



"_But I'm a big strong chief !"_ 

"_I know, but some missions, chiefs can't go on."_ 

_The little boy sulked, but quickly cheered up. "Love you 
Mommy . 

"_I love you too sweetie. 

_His mother left him. She sailed away. Dad let him stand on his 
shoulders and they waited until the ship passed the horizon before 
they went back to the house. __ 

_A month or so passed. "Dad, when's Mom coming back?"_ 

_A year passed. "Dad, when's Mom coming back?"_ 

_Two years. "Dad, when's Mom coming back?"_ 

_Five years. "Dad, when's Mom coming back?"_ 

_The boy was fifteen. "Dad, Mom's not coming back, is she?"_ 

_His father looked at him, saddened, plagued by what could've 
happened. "I don't know. Hiccup. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup woke up with a start. Was it the dream? He rubbed his eyes 
and rolled over on his side. He laid his head down, but when he 
didn't feel his pillow, he was wide awake . <p> 

"That's right. I'm in the cove," Hiccup recollected. The moon was in 
the sky now. A pink, luminescent beam highlighted the west of the 
sky . 

"I need to get home," Hiccup said aloud. "No, I can't. Not now. I'm 
still mad . " 

What his dad said to him. It was too much. He did not need to hear 
that after this day. 

"Hiccup ! " 

Hiccup sat up. "Well, it's a voice that I don't mind 
hearing . " 

Astrid landed Stormfly next to the lake. Fishlegs dismounted Meatlug, 
and an annoyed Toothless with a daring gleam in his eye glared at his 
master. It said, _Don't you leave me again without at least telling 
me where you're going !_ 

Astrid slid off of her dragon. "We've been looking all over for you! 
What were you doing?" 

Hiccup shrugged. "Sleeping. You should try it sometime." 

Fishlegs held his lantern at Hiccup's face. "I heard about the fight. 
You and Snotlout are suspended and you can't ref the final 



fight . " 


"Thank you for summing that up." 

"What happened to your eye? Did Snotlout punch you?" Fishlegs 
asked . 

"Yeah. Hurt too. Hey, did you talk to Ruffnut like I 
suggested? " 

Astrid snapped, "Don't change the subject!" 

"Let me see your eye, " Fishlegs insisted, more of a request than an 
order . 

"FishlegsaC i " 

"Let him see!" Astrid ordered. 

Hiccup leaned forward. It was awkward having Fishlegs stare at only 
his eye, but Fishlegs was the smartest man in the village, even 
Stoick admitted that. 

"It could be damaging to your right eye. It's below your eye, though. 
So it should be fine." 

"Thanks doctor." 

Toothless curled up beside Hiccup. He growled, _You jerk. You were 
upset and you didn't tell me._ 

"Sorry bud." 

Toothless smiled. There were moments when they understood each 
other . 

"Why did you leave your dad like that?" Astrid asked as she sat 
beside him. 

"Fight. I'd rather not talk about it." 

Fishlegs stroked his beard thoughtfully. "Does this have anything to 
do with the fist fight with Snotlout and your coming of age and 
becoming chief?" 

"Ugh! Yes Fishlegs, that's exactly what the fight was about!" 

Astrid glared. "Hiccup, we're just trying to help." 

Hiccup exhaled. "I know. I'm sorry." 

Astrid softened. "Maybe it'll be a good thing for you to be chief. 
You're a great leader and you always know the right thing to 

do . " 

"Most of the time," Hiccup murmured, stroking Toothless's ears. "Can 
I ask you guys something? Before we trained the dragons, did you 
think that I would've been chief?" 


Both froze. 



Fishlegs stammered, "Well, you were the heir." 

"Yeah, everyone knew that. That's not what I'm asking." 

His friends frowned. Astrid finally admitted, "No, no I 
didn't." 

"Neither did I," Fishlegs mourned. 

Hiccup gave a small smile. "Thanks for being honest guys." 

Astrid scooted next to him. "But that doesn't mean that you can't be 
a good chief now." 

"Maybe it does." Hiccup patted Toothless's nose as he looked to the 
moon . 

"What does that mean?" Fishlegs exclaimed, soothing Meatlug with a 
belly rub. 

Hiccup forced his glazed eyes to stare at the untouched water. 
"Snotlout and I were about to fight and we got into a conversation. 

He started it. We discussed the future, certain positions that we 
would have. We talked about more things and he soon told me that he 
would make a better chief that I would." 

"He said what?" Astrid gasped, infuriated. "How can he say that? 
You've got ten times more brains than him!" 

"And ten times less muscle!" Hiccup reminded. 

"So why are we mad and what are we made at?" Fishlegs asked. "I'm 
sorry, I'm just losing track of the conversation." 

Hiccup sighed. "I'm mad at my dad because he basically said the same 
thing in our fight." 

Astrid' s eyes widened, disbelieving Hiccup's statement. "What? 

You-you can't listen to them!" 

" I have to ! " 

"Why?" Astrid and Fishlegs, possibly Toothless, asked in 
unison . 

Hiccup's eyes wandered to the open, carefree sky. "Because there's a 
part of me that thinks they're right." 

Astrid rubbed his shoulder. "You don't have to listen to them. You're 
a great leader. You led the Dragon Academy for ages! No one knows 
about dragon life on Berk like you do! You're the only one who can be 
chief ! " 

"Yes, but I don't want to! I want to leave! I want to see the world! 
That's where my gift is! Curiosity! I-I-I need to think!" 

Astrid breathed, "Hiccupa€|" 

"Please, Astrid, Fishlegs, I want to be alone." 



Fishlegs nodded. "Okay." 


Astrid tried to grab Hiccup's shoulder, but Fishleg's firm hand on 
her shoulder armor and a "Astrid, let's go," made her relent. She 
bade Hiccup goodbye with, "If you need anything, let me know. I'll 
help you . " 

Hiccup let everything drift away as a Nadder's and Gronckle ' s wings 
fluttered away. Toothless stood up and nudged Hiccup's chin. _You 
okay?_ 

Hiccup was silent. 

_Suit yourself, _Toothless chided. 

"Toothless," Hiccup breathed, "I need to get away." 


4 . Chapter 4 

_Sorry it's been a while since I updated. I had a big project to do 
and I had no idea how to continue thisa€| until now! So, here it is! 
Please read/review/en joy ! _ 

Chapter 4 

Hiccup slipped quietly into the house. The firelight slipping through 
the crack of the door told him his dad was still awake. Hiccup paused 
before the door and exhaled slowly. Bravely, he strode into his 
house, like nothing was amiss. 

His dad was cooking a whole chicken over the fire. Toothless took a 
deep sniff at it, shook his head, and wobbled to the sleeping 
Thornado. Toothless curled up beside him, snorted at Hiccup, and laid 
his head down. 

Hiccup immediately climbed the stairs. He climbed them slowly, 
waiting to see if his dad would stop him from retreating to the 
sanctum of his room. He didn't. Hiccup made it to his desk, almost 
disappointed that Stoick didn't stop him. 

Guilt knocked on Hiccup's heart. "Should I have thrown that "mom 
died" card?" Hiccup asked aloud. _She didn't die!_ 

Hiccup shushed that voice in his head. That voice had continued 
shouting that same phrase ever since the year after she left. He 
always hoped that he'd see his mom again. He guessed that the voice 
was his way of hanging onto the hope that she'd miraculously return. 
Was that why he had that dream? 

He half-heartedly sat at his desk, wondering what brilliant invention 
would draw itself onto his paper now. Instead, he thought. 

He thought of everything. What was a chief? What did you have to do? 
How were you supposed to balance that life with having a family? Was 
he cut out to be a father? Was he cut out to be a 
husband? 

"Husband, " he murmured. That word alone held a terror and a wonder 



that somehow balanced. Who would hea€| marry? It was his choice, he 
realized. There was only one girl he loved since childhood, but their 
relationship hadn't been thata€|deep. Yeah, she kissed him once or 
twice, but five years of a courtship didn't mean anything? Right? Was 
he ready to marry Astrid? Was he ready to tell her that he loved her 
beyond any love he felt before, that he'd die for her, and he wanted 
to spend his life with her? More importantly, did she want to spend 
her life with him? 

He rested his head on the desktop, wasting time. Life held too much 
responsibility now that he was officially an adult. He let memories 
whisk him away to simpler days, the days when he led the Dragon 
Academy and it was just him and Toothless. He wasn't pressured to be 
married, to be a chief, to get muscle, to lead people, and to stop 
riding Toothless. When he wasa€ | a kid. 

He wanted that freedom again. He couldn't do this. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Snotlout stared at himself in the back of the frying pan. He 
honestly had no idea that Hiccup could hit that hard. The bruise was 
like the size of an apple! When did that little jerk get that 
strong?<p> 

"Oi, a Viking knows when to get hurt!" his father cheered. Somehow, 
Spitelout had ignored the fact that Snotlout started the fight and 
that Hiccup actually pinned Snotlout to the ground; he rejoiced that 
Snotlout had a scar! It was a noteworthy scar too! It was probably 
permanent ! 

Spitelout continued rejoicing. "Oh, Snotlout, Snotlout! Oi ! Oi ! Oi ! 

Ha ha! Already as an adult, you're a worthy Viking!" He sipped some 
more ale. "Ale, son?" 

"Nah, I've got to meet Tuffnut in the Meade Hall. Younger girls kind 
of made that their meeting place. I'm hoping one of them likes 
Monstrous Nightmares." 

"They adore battle scars too! Ha, you're going to be a great Viking!" 
Spitelout again took a drink. 

"Yeah, I got to go." Snotlout slipped out the door. Slipping out was 
easier when he was younger and smaller. He had bulked up, but not 
much. At least his beard was improving. 

A spew of fire slid across the ground, cutting his path. "Hookfang!" 
he shouted. 

The Monstrous Nightmare poked his head out from dark of the stable. 

He had a pleading look in his eyes. 

"Stop whining! You're coming with me!" Hookfang had been the only 
reason girls looked at him. Even that girl Heather from like, five 
years ago, had been "interested" in him only because of the dragon. 
But still, there had to be some macho in Snotlout for her to like 
him ! 


Hookfang hid in the darkness. 



"Ugh! Stupid dragon! Just come on! I'll give you a basket of trout 
when I've got a date!" 


That drew Hookfang out. 

Snotlout climbed on top of Hookfang 's neck and started to ride up to 
the Great Hall, where men and women bustled with their own business 
on their own minds. The only light in the Plaza was at Gobber's 
forge. But Gobber wasn't working there. 

Hiccup looked at him. He was angry, hurt, but he was definitely more 
angry than hurt. He returned to his work without a second glance at 
Snotlout . 

Snotlout growled. "Seriously, Hiccup?" he shouted. "What is wrong 
with you?" 

He was silent. 

Snotlout growled and leapt off of Hookfang. "Hiccup! Come on! You 
threw the first punch for a reason! What was it? What did I 
do ? " 

"Can't be chief," Hiccup murmured. 

"You saying that I can't be chief?" 

"Quite the opposite, " Hiccup slid the sword into his scabbard. "Be 
chief! Have a hot girlfriend! Get the glory, the honor, 
thea€ i power ! " 

"What are you doing?" 

"Goodbye, Snotlout." Hiccup leapt on Toothless and flew into the 
sky . 

Snotlout shook his head, confused. "What are you doing?" he yelled 
into the sky. 

Hiccup didn't answer. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"He what?" Astrid boomed in the Meade Hall. No one in the Hall 
paid heed to it; Astrid shouted a lot.<p> 

"He left Berk, Astrid. Weren't you listening?" Ruffnut said. She 
waited for a punch, but Astrid was too distracted to defend 
herself . 

"He just left?" Tuffnut gawked, amazed. 

"No last words? No long explanation as usual? Nothing?" Fishlegs 
asked, less perplexed than Astrid, but more perplexed than he ever 
had been. 

Snotlout raised his hands. "He just left! He said "Goodbye Snotlout" 
and flew off on Toothless. He had a food bag with him, a sword at his 
side, and he flew off into the sunset!" 



"I can't believea€|" Astrid lost her breath. "What did he think he 
was doing?" 

"I asked him the same question! He said something about me becoming 
chief and he just left ! " 

Astrid' s eyes became like fire. "What did he say exactly?" 

"He wanted me to become chief!" 

Astrid yelled and pinned him to the floor. "You idiot! He's leaving! 
His own Dad said that he wouldn't be like a chief! You just told him 
all the more! He's abandoning the island because he doesn't think he 
can do it! Do you have any idea just what you've done?" 

Snotlout growled, "He admitted it, Astrid. He told it to me before I 
said it to him . " 

"What about the fight?" 

Snotlout bit his lip, careful about what to say. "That was just about 
half and half . " 

Astrid shouted and grabbed Snotlout 's shirt, slamming him into the 
floor. "You mutton-headed-yak! You ruined his destiny!" 

Tuffnut hummed, "Uh, what's a destiny?" 

"Path in life," Fishlegs answered. "Shouldn't we go find 
him? " 

Ruffnut shrugged. "Brainy, what can we do? The Night Fury's the 
fastest dragon, you should know that!" 

Tuffnut hummed, "Uh, maybe we should go find him anyway. I mean if we 
do know where he is and the chief doesn't, when the chief finds out 
Hiccup left and finds out that we didn't tell him when we knew, won't 
we be in trouble?" 

Fishlegs nodded. "That could be a possibility." 

"So let's go," Tuffnut encouraged. "Oh! Hey, look! Girls!" Tuffnut 
raced to the women. 

Ruff smashed her head into the beam. "Forgive the lunatic." 

Astrid rolled her eyes and got off of Snotlout. "We have to find 
him!" 

"Why?" Snotlout asked. "He's just going to avoid you. He didn't say 
anything to me about leaving for good when I ran into him." 

"You're the last person he'd tell anything to!" Astrid 
barked . 

Fishlegs stepped between the two of them before another fist fight 
could break out. "Look, Astrid and I will go out and look for Hiccup. 
We'll get him, we'll come back, and we'll all be much happier when 
this is over. Okay? Good! Okay, let's go, Astrid!" 



Fishlegs grabbed her by the arm and led her away. Astrid surprisingly 
let him lead her away, but her iron gaze stayed focused on 
Snot lout . 

Snotlout shivered. He noticed Ruffnut next to him, wisely avoiding 
the situation. 

Snotlout gripped the sides of the table. "I didn't think she'd blow 
up like that ! " 

Ruffnut groaned. "Men can never figure out when a woman's in 
love ! " 

"I know she's in love with Hiccup!" 

"I know you do. Hiccup has everything you've ever wanted, doesn't 
he?" 

"What?" Snotlout snapped. "Where did that come from? Since when are 
you that deep into how people feel?" 

"Oh, I hit something, didn't I?" Ruffnut teased. "You knew you had 
more than Hiccup before he trained the dragons, but now that he's 
trained the dragons and was the village hero, suddenly the spotlight 
moved. He's got the girlfriend you wanted, the job you wanted, the 
attention you wanted; this has been going on for five years and it 
just makes you sick." 

"You've got to be kidding me," Snotlout threatened. "You don't look 
that deep . " 

"I've been hiding behind the image of my idiot brother for too long. 
I'm smarter than most people think." 

"Just like I noticed that you've got a crush on Fishlegs," Snotlout 
sang . 

Ruffnut punched him, sending him across the floor. 

Snotlout rubbed his head. "Oh. I need to figure out girls. I don't 
know if she hit me because it was true or if it's because I suggested 

it . " 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Stoick stomped into the forge. "Hiccup! "<p> 

Like he suspected, he wasn't here. 

In frustration, almost worried that he'd rip the paper in half, he 
re-read the note he found in Hiccup's room. 

_Dad, I know you'll be disappointed in me. But believe me, you'll be 
even more disappointed if I don't do this. I'm leaving, just to clear 
my head. It's not you, not anyone, it ' s me . I can't be chief and I 
just need to be alone. I'll come back, but you should know, I can't 
be chief. It's impossible. I know that you want me to, but I really 
don't think I can. _ 

_Hiccup_ 



Stoick threw the note into the fire. 


* * 


* 


><p>Hiccup smiled. This was where he was supposed to be. His place 
was in the sky, flying on Toothless, exploring other places. He felt 
the wind rush into his face. He and Toothless glided through the sky 
as if they were one. Yes, this was where he belonged! This was where 
he was home ! <p> 

Hiccup opened his eyes for a second. They were beyond any island that 
they had visited. They were past Outcast Island, Changewing Island, 
and every other scenic island they discovered. This was uncharted 
territory. He felt a chill shoot up his spine. He was beyond 
ecstatic. This was what he was born to be doing. 

"Toothless!" he shouted, delighted. "It's an island! A new island! 
Come on, let's go!" 

Toothless growled. _You seriously think this is going to be fun, 
don't you?_ 

"Toothless," Hiccup chided. "Come on! It'll be fun! Please! It's 
night! No one's going to see you, we'll be fine!" 

Toothless shrugged it off. He flew to the island. 

When they landed. Hiccup slid off the saddle and ran into the forest. 
Toothless halted, sniffing, suspicious of this new territory. He 
purred, warning Hiccup, but his rider ran off the beach and paused at 
the border of the forest. "Wow, I can't believe thataC | " 

A hand gagged him, an arm trapped his body, and he was pulled into 
the forest. Toothless leapt at him, but ropes attached to rocks 
wrapped around him. Big Viking men leapt on top of him. 

Hiccup struggled, belatedly realizing that the man holding him was a 
woman. She was talking to him as she bounded him with ropes. 

A tough, authoritative, yet feminine, Scottish voice snapped, "Do 
what this person says. You don't want to challenge him. You want your 
dragon to live, follow me. I'm Valka. Trust me. I have to go. He's 
coming . " 

Before Hiccup could question anything, he was thrown into another 
grasp, but this one was threatening, gruff, and it scared him. 

The voice darkly chuckled. 

Hiccup widened his eyes. He scanned for the woman who helped him. He 
saw a thin figure in a dark cape. It was standing like a woman. The 
figure was like a woman. It was Valka. Next question: Could Hiccup 
trust her? 

"Who are you?" Hiccup demanded. "Where's Toothless? What do you want 
with me?" 

The one holding him down chuckled. "You're going to help me." 



"If I refuse?" Hiccup dared to ask. 


He saw the woman gape. Her body posture alone was scared that he said 
that . 

No second later, a knife slipped between her and his eyes. His eyes 
widened . 

"You don't want to see this go into your or your Night Fury, do 
you? " 

Hiccup kept silent. 

"I didn't think so." 


5 . Chapter 5 

_ THERE WILL BE SPOILERS IN THIS AND OTHER CHAPTERS IF YOU HAVE NOT 
FIGURED THAT OUT ALREADY! IF YOU WISH TO WAIT UNTIL JUNE 2014 TO 
LEARN THE MINOR DETAILS THAT HAVE BEEN RELEASED, PLEASE DO SO BECAUSE 
EVERYTHING I'VE LEARNED IS IN THIS STORY! THANK YOU!_ 

_2.I'm SO SORRY! It's been a long time since I last updated! I had a 
bunch of school things crammed into three weeks and couldn't find 
time to write. Once again, I'm sorry. I hope this chapter was worth 
the wait, though. Please Read/Review! Reviews make me happy! _ 

_3 . I also need your opinion on something. How would this audience 
feel if I reintroduced Heather, not as a love interest for Hiccup 
(NO!), just someone who works behind the scenes and may have a 
relationship with one of the other boys? I'd like to get your opinion 
before I did anything, please! Thank you! Enjoy !_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 5<p> 

The chains chaffed his wrists. Hiccup was strapped to the wall of a 
cave, his hands suspended above his head. They had left him here. 
Obviously, because of the chains in the cave, this was a base or a 
camp site that they often returned to. 

Hiccup still had no idea who these people were. Valka hadn't 
reappeared yet. No one had. Toothless was nowhere in sight. Hiccup 
was alone in the cave. Moonlight scattered across the cave floor, 
peeping through the clouds. The change in the moon's position told 
Hiccup that he must've been here for maybe an hour. Entertaining 
himself, he wriggled his fingers, pretending to drum a table, tap a 
rhythm, something to keep him sane. "Dad's going to kill me," he 
silently murmured. 

Heavy footsteps pounded into the cave. Hiccup braced himself. 

It was Valka, not the heavy Viking man he was expecting. Man, this 
woman reminded him of Astrid. 

She kept her hood over her head as she held bread close to his nose, 
expecting him to eat it. 



"It's not poisoned is it?" he asked, sensing her desire. 

"That's a lovely way to show gratitude," she backfired. 

Hiccup grinned and bit into the bread. "Wait, where's Toothless? Are 
you feeding him?" 

"Yes, we're feeding him," the middle-aged woman shushed. "He's tied 
up in metal bars and leather straps. He's uncomfortable, but as long 
as I'm in charge of him, he's safe." 

Hiccup could hear the bite in her voice, as if she didn't want the 
dragons to be hurt, just like he did. 

Hiccup finished the half loaf of bread in silence and then asked, 
"Valka, why are you helping me?" 

Valka stood up. "Your dragon is a rare one. A Night Fury." 

"Yes, but that information is not new to me, " Hiccup snapped. 

She grinned slightly, her smile shadowed by the cape. "If you think 
your victory over that monstrous dragon five years ago didn't spread 
across the next nine leagues then you are the most uncommonly modest 
Viking I've met. My leader wants you. He wants to understand dragons 
as well. He wants to defeat a dragon that he just can't beat." 

"Has he tried blowing it up?" 

Valka stared at him. "He needs you to do that." 

"Why does he need me?" 

"I told you. He wants to train dragons." 

"Yeah, lady, in my experience, no one _just_ wants to train the 
dragons. There's usually a higher plan of conquering my island or 
something . " 

"We just want that dragon gone, " Valka reassured. 

Hiccup didn't believe her, deep down he didn't. 

"He's going to come for you sooner than later," Valka said. "You 
better prepare yourself. These men and women are not 
patient . " 

"Well, training dragons takes a lot of patience. That's lesson number 
one . " 

Valka kept her face monotone. "I know that. They don't." 

She left him. 

Hiccup rested his head back against the wall. What had seeing one 
little island gotten himself into? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Hiccup ! " Astrid, atop Stormfly, shrieked across the ocean. 



"Hiccup ! "<p> 


"Astrid, I don't think screaming out a runaway person's name is going 
to want to make them come back," Fishlegs reasoned, Meatlug's wings 
humming behind his voice. 

Astrid kept her gaze locked on the horizon and moonlit sky, scanning 
for the unmistakable shape of a Night Fury. "When he hears what I'm 
going to do to him if he doesn't come back right now, he'll come 
racing ! " 

"Why are you so upset about this?" 

"He can't run away! He's confused, sad, and angry. These three 
qualities in Hiccup at the same time equal a disaster." 

Fishlegs nodded. "I'm with you there." 

Astrid yelled once more. "Hic-cup!" 

"Maybe Toothless will come if we do a Night Fury call." Fishlegs 
cupped his hands around his mouth and sang an eerie roar from his 
throat. It sped across the ocean. But there was no return 
cry . 

Astrid rolled her eyes and growled. "He's such aa€ | such aa€ | " Astrid 
changed the subject. "Do you think he'll become chief with this 
attitude?" 

Fishlegs gaped. "What exactly are you asking?" 

"He's still a kid! Or he behaves like one! How is he going to become 
chief if he runs away from his responsibilities?" 

"I don't think that's why he ran away though." 

Astrid calmed herself. "Maybe. I don't know why he ran away. But 
regardless, he's got to learn to handle responsibility." 

"He has. What about all those years running the Academy?" 

Astrid massaged her forehead. "I don't know. He did handle that 
responsibility and he's a great leader, but have you noticed that 
when it came to the village he had no idea how to handle 
it?" 


Fishlegs pondered this. "Yeah, you're right. He's more at home with 
the dragons than with anything else." 

Astrid nodded. "That's my point. He's okay having responsibility over 
the dragons but when it comes to the village, he can't do what needs 
to be done . " 

"If you tell him that then you're no better than his dad and 
Snot lout . " 

Astrid froze. Fishlegs was right. 

She sighed. "I probably shouldn't be so hard on him about that. I 
guess you're right." Her tone strengthened. "But when we find him I'm 



going to give him a piece of my mind about scaring me like 
this ! " 

"I'm sure you will." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka returned to Hiccup about fifteen minutes later. But she 
wasn't alone. <p> 

Hiccup grimaced when he saw the burly Viking who had ordered his 
captivity. He darkly chuckled. There was a hint of Alvin in his 
voice, but it couldn't be. Alvin had died two years ago in a sky 
battle with him and Toothless. 

"Hello, dragon trainer. Hiccup, I need your help." Unlike the 
chuckle, his voice was smooth and inviting. He sounded just a bit 
older than Hiccup. Maybe by about five years. 

"Valka told me about the situation. Big dragon, I fly on Toothless, 
we blow it up, both parties are freed, and we all live happily ever 
after . " 

The man chuckled mockingly. "Oh, your sense of humor cheers me up. 

But I do need an instructor on how to train our dragons. We 
havea€ | failed, I guess you could call it." 

Hiccup smirked, snorted almost. "Most everyone does." 

"Yes, but you didn't. You trained the most difficult dragon. You can 
do this for us. We need to learn to train the dragons. In return, I 
will leave your island of Berk off the "Islands to Conquer" 
list." 

Hiccup realized that now would be a good time to remember his 
father's advice on negotiating and diplomacy to get what he wanted. 

He didn't trust either of these people; though Valka was leaning 
towards the side of trust. "Why should I trust you when you've 
kidnapped me and my dragon and chained me to this cave wall?" 

The man unlocked the chains. Hiccup let his arms droop down to his 
sides, sighing at the luxurious feeling of his arms being 
down . 

"Alright. Let's become friends. I'm Drago Bloodthirst . " 

"Wonderful name, " Hiccup lied. _He expects me to trust him with a 
name like that?_ 

Drago continued. "I'm sorry for the restraints on you and your 
dragon. We just wanted to make sure that you wouldn't run 
away . " 

Hiccup nodded, casting sidelong glances at Valka. She gave him 
encouraging stares. "We just want this dragon destroyed so it will 
stop oppressing the island. Hiccup, we need you." 

Hiccup nodded. "I'll help you as best I can." That wasn't a complete 
lie, he reasoned. He wasn't planning on helping them. He couldn't 
find any reason to trust anyone but Valka, and the jury was still out 



on her. But he would see what these people were actually planning to 
do with hima€ | and Toothless. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Toothless was strapped in this contraption. For how many hours, 
he had no idea. He hated being trapped. Not just because it made him 
feel threatened, but the bad humans had taken Hiccup. What were they 

doing to him? It was the thought in the back of his head that made 

Toothless stay where he was. That thought said that Hiccup usually 
had a plan and made it out of these situations before he did. He was 
going to wait for his best friend. Even though Hiccup's escape plans 
were often questionable, by some miracle they always 
worked . <p> 

Toothless perked his ears when he heard a distressed voice. 

"I really don't know how we're going to do this, though." 

It was Hiccup! 

_Alright humans. Dragon wants out! _Toothless roared. _Hiccup! 

Hiccup! I'm here!_ 

Hiccup smiled the enthralled smile when he saw his best friend. He 
raced to him. The guards around Toothless disappeared at the woman's 
command and Hiccup started untying Toothless. 

"You okay, bud?" 

Toothless hummed, _You ' re always sentimental when we're surrounded by 
the enemy? Why is that?_ 

Hiccup stroked Toothless's snout, which the Night Fury didn't 
mind . 

"Okay, let's set a few ground rules," Hiccup said to the 
Vikings . 

The burly Viking laughed. "I set the rules here. You'll teach us how 
to train these dragons and I'll let you and your dragon go. Then Berk 
will be freed from our iron grasp." 

"What about other islands?" 

The woman stepped in. "My leader will follow whatever rules you see 
fit. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III." The burly Viking seemed annoyed 
and temperamental, but it was probably for the sake of gaining 
Hiccup's trust that he kept Valka's limbs intact. Toothless had 
immediate distaste for him. 

"Thanks Valka." While Hiccup droned on about rules and other stuff. 
Toothless, for the first time, noticed the woman's scent. It was 
familiar. It reminded him ofa€|but that was impossible, wasn't 
it? 


Toothless heard the dragons in captivity as well. They were about a 
mile away. There were Monstrous Nightmares, Gronckles, Nadders, 
Zipplebacks, Scauldrons, and maybe a few Whispering Deaths. Toothless 
softly growled, _My rider will get you guys out. We'll get you out of 



there. I promise. 


It was a female Gronckle who answered. _But we're not in 
danger ._ 

_What ?_ 

_Some lady is helping us. I know her voice, she's right next to 
you ._ 

Toothless sniffed the lady with the familiar scent. Yes, now he 
smelled it. It was the scent of numerous dragons which the others did 
not have; it was like she spent more time among the dragons than the 
rest of the group. But that wasn't what he found familiar. It was the 
scent ofa€ | someone he knew well. 

"a€ | and that just about sums it up," Hiccup concluded. 

The burly one smiled. "Hiccup, we were going to all do what you say 
anyway. You didn't really have to say all the rules about listening 
to you . " 

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Alright Drago. Guess we better get started. 
C'mon Toothless." 

_Wait, what are we doing?_ 

Before Hiccup could answer his murmur, Valka, the lady, held out her 
hand to him. "I've never seen a Night Fury," she awed. She was calm 
and focused. It wasn't because of the hand or the kind look in her 
eyes, it was because of the familiarity that Toothless extended his 
snout to her hand. 

Hiccup smiled a bit. "He trusts you." 

Valka smiled and knelt down so she and Toothless were eye-level. She 
scratched behind his ears. Toothless hummed. _0h yeah, that's the 
spota€|wait no! I don't trust you yet! _He jerked his head 
away . 

"Good," Drago congratulated dryly. "Valka 's making progress. Let's go 
already. We keep our dragons on the other side of the island. It's 
about a miles' walk." 

Tootless trailed Valka and Hiccup, who were leading the pack of 
Vikings. Toothless took pride in himself. Drago was behind him and 
every chance to dodge Toothless was destroyed by the Night Fury. Ha 
Ha! Annoying humans was fun! 

Yet, Toothless overheard the almost inaudible conversation Valka was 
having with Hiccup, and his protective instincts exploded inside of 
him . 

"I know you don't trust us," she started, "but you can trust 


"Why?" 

"I didn't learn how to gain trust from a dragon by holding out my 
hand to it from your long and boring speech. I learned it ten years 



ago . 


IT 


Hiccup eyed her. "Then why do you need me?" 

"Because Drago can't know that I know how to train the 
dragons . " 

"Why?" 

Valka took a half second glance behind her. "All in due time. I'll 
tell you . " 

Toothless snorted and poked his head between Valka and Hiccup. 
Toothless didn't know why Valka knew how to tame him, or why her 
scent was familiar, or why she mixed herself up with these people, 
but he did know one thing. It was the one thing he knew since that 
day when their forbidden friendship kindled. 

He would never ever let anyone touch his rider. Ever. Anyone that 
came close and wasn't welcome would be fried. 

These Vikings were no exception. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em>Thanks also to berksgrapevine (google it) for posting 
information that I wouldn't get on my own and to inhonoredglory : you 
deserve a place on the creative team for this movie and to meet 
Cressida Cowell! <em> 

_Thank you for reading !_ 


6. Chapter 6 
_Here it is !_ 

_Angie: For your review... I don't know how Alvin dies or even if 
it'll be mentioned if he dies. That was just my imagination. You 
could do whatever you want for your story, I guess. _ 

_Other than that, everyone, please Read and Review and 
En joy !_ 

Chapter 6 

The walk to the dragon training site was accompanied what was a small 
breeze compared to the winter the Vikings were about to face. 

Hiccup's teeth chattered and he found himself wishing that he hadn't 
left his parka in his bag, which was back at the base. His captors 
had such thick clothing, and extra amounts of it, but they either 
didn't care about him or didn't notice his shivering enough to offer 
him a coat. Hiccup didn't mind. Really, he didn't. 

Toothless walked by Hiccup, casting harsh, deadly glances at anyone 
who walked too close to Hiccup. Too many of their kidnappings or 
accidents involved Hiccup's life threatened. Toothless hadn't let 
Hiccup die once, and he intended to keep that record. 

Hiccup was led by Valka through dense woods and thick fog, followed 



by the rest of the troupe. 


"How much further is it?" Hiccup asked as he leapt over a mossy 
log . 

Valka shivered. "Just a few more steps. It's over this next 
hill." 

Curious, Hiccup peered over the peak when it arrived. Many sights had 
amazed him over the years. This one stood on top. 

Dragon after dragon was chained by the neck to an iron stake, each 
separated by about twenty feet. They tore at the post, straining and 
scratching their necks. Gronckles roared. Nightmares flamed, Nadders 
hissed. A Scauldron gasped, wanting water, a Timberjack uncomfortably 
shifted his trapped wings, and a Zippleback's half sparked, but the 
other head had no gas . 

Hiccup steadied Toothless automatically. He placed his left hand on 
Toothless's snout, forcing him to stay back. "Dida€ i did you..?" 

Hiccup stammered, unable to focus on the Vikings, even Valka. "Did 
you beat these dragons?" 

"Beat?" Drago laughed. Valka half-heartedly yet expertly followed 
him. The other Vikings genuinely cackled, men and women 
alike . 

"Beat?" Drago hummed. "Why would we beat them? We only chained them 
up like you see now." 

"Have you fed them?" Hiccup continued. 

Drago snorted. "They're just dragons. What should we treat them as? 
Pets?" 

Hiccup stroked Toothless's snout firmly, reminding him of the hostile 
territory. Toothless proved to be a little forgetful when he wanted 
to protect people. 

Hiccup continued, "Well, in that case, the first thing we have to do 
is take off all of our weapons and give them some fish." 

Drago spat. "Why?" 

Valka stepped in front of Hiccup. "Chief, we want to follow his 
directions. We don't want to get fried." 

Drago chuckled. "Oy, Valka, you've got some spirit in you for 
standing up to me. Alright boy, you get your wish." Drago unsheathed 
his sword, unbuckled his scabbard, and threw off all his knives. "No 
weapons . Men ! " 

His soldiers noisily and reluctantly disarmed themselves. Valka did 
so as well, but before Hiccup even asked. 

Hiccup bit his tongue. He couldn't go too far into the training and 
he couldn't stop now under fear of suspicion or capture. Should he 
tell them how to appropriately and safely gain the dragons' trust? 
Most of his students didn't have the patience to get that far, except 
the citizens of Berk. Hiccup's gut told him to go forward. 



Unfortunately, his gut was a reliable source. 


"Alright, we need fish. We have to feed them and show them that they 
can trust us . " 

"What's so important about trust?" Drago laughed. 

"Do you want to learn how to train these dragons or not?" Hiccup 
spat . 

Some Vikings backpedalled at the whelp's courage to backtalk to the 
six-foot tall and 300 pound chief. Others nervously chuckled. Drago 
himself just smiled fiendishly, thoughtfully humming. 

"Alright, do your worka€ | by yourself. The Night Fury stays here. 
Valka, keep him controlled. You, Dragon Trainer, take a fish from my 
sack and train one. Show us how it's done." 

Hiccup sighed. How did he know that something like this would happen? 
Toothless snapped a growl, paying no attention to Hiccup and Valka 's 
hands on his snout. 

Hiccup knelt down. "Just stay here, bud. It'll be better for everyone 
if you just stay here." 

_You say that every time, and what happens? _Toothless 
growled . 

Hiccup shushed him, then looked up to Valka. "Just tell him to stay 
here a lot. He should listen to you if he trusts you." 

Valka nodded, kneeling beside Toothless. She gently yet firmly patted 
his snout. Toothless rolled his eyes. 

Hiccup turned to Drago and promptly took a fish. The soggy trout hung 
by the gills from Hiccup's fingers. Its discerning, dead eyes stared 
directly at the dragons. The eye alone triggered the dragons' 
familiarity of food. The nearest one, an emerald green Deadly Nadder, 
noticed it. 

_Good, _Hiccup thought, _This Nadder 's the closest and the other 
dragons are too far away from him to interfere with training. I 
wouldn't want them to get too close to me. That would be a 
disaster ._ 

Hiccup skidded down the dirt hill. He heard Toothless's concerned 
gargle from atop. Valka would keep him there, but Hiccup knew if a 
dragon so much as nipped at him, the Night Fury would 
unleash . 

Hiccup slowly walked to the Nadder. Astrid would've pushed him aside 
and taken over if she was here. Hiccup knew that. Hiccup slid his 
dagger out of the mini scabbard, chiding himself for not doing it 
before. The Nadder hissed, armed the spikes. 

_Toothless, stay! _Hiccup mentally ordered. He didn't look up to the 
hill, but he somehow knew Valka kept Toothless at bay. 

He dropped the knife to his feet and kicked it away. It slid gingerly 
about nine feet. Hiccup inched forward. He kept the fish in front of 



him, delicately swaying it, tempting the dragon with its scent and 
raw delicacy. The Nadder stepped forward a few steps, but the chain 
pulled at his neck. He reared back and howled. 

"Hush, hush," Hiccup soothed. "It's okay. It's okay. I'm not going to 
hurt you." Hiccup knelt before the dragon. It was a way of giving 
power to the dragon, giving the beast the control. Hiccup found that 
even the illusion of control kept a person, or a dragon, calm. He 
slid the fish forward. "Go ahead. Eat." 

The Nadder sniffed it. He then gobbled it down. It licked its lips 
and sniffed Hiccup. Hiccup came forward and held out his arms, 
offering himself to the dragon. 

The Nadder inspected Hiccup with a sharp intensity. The Nadder then 
stroked Hiccup's body with his snout, and nudged him. Hiccup chuckled 
and petted his nose. "What am I going to call you?" 

It stuck out its tongue and licked the whole of Hiccup's face. Hiccup 
cringed, disgusted by the thick saliva that coated his face. He wiped 
the majority of it off on the sleeve of his flight suit. "Okay, then. 
How ' s Lucky? " 

The Nadder affectionately blew fire over Hiccup's head. The victim 
ducked but the fire still singed his hair. "Flamethrower?" he 
asked . 

Atop the hill, Drago stared, gawking at not only the success of the 
trial run, but the instant bonding and trust of the beast and the 
boy . 

"I don't believe it," he murmured. 

Valka chuckled. "It's pretty amazing." She patted Toothless's head, 
laughing at him lay down in boredom. 

Drago licked his lips and pushed Valka forward. "Now you. Let's see 
how well you listened and how talented you really are." 

"Why should I go?" Valka snapped. 

Drago chortled. "Well, you're full of rebellion tonight." 

"I already proved myself with the Night Fury." 

"He was already tamed." 

"Not by me. He doesn't follow anyone's orders but the Dragon 
Trainer's. I trained him by myself. I've already learned all that I 
could and I tamed the beast. I've done my part." 

Drago was silent for a moment, thickening the tension. He finally 
chuckled, but not out of humor. "Alright Valka, you've proved your 
feistiness. Olaf, forward." 

The muscular Viking behind Valka gasped. "But chiefa€ | " 

"Forward!" Drago shoved him. 


Olaf tumbled down the hill, attracting every dragon in the 



cove . 


Below, Hiccup cringed. The dragons would be beyond wild now, almost 
impossible for him alone to calm. "It's not impossible," he muttered. 
"It's only about fifty dragons, each with abilities in blowing about 
six shots of fire. I'm so dead." 

Olaf stood up slowly. In anger he hissed, "Dragon Trainer, help 
me ! " 

Hiccup patted Flamethrower's snout and raced over. It was a Gronckle 
Olaf had angered. Hiccup helped Olaf to his feet. "Just remember, you 
have to make yourself subject to him. It's the only way he'll trust 
you . " 

"It'll be subject to me with my sword!" 

"No! That's not how you gain a human's trust and that's not how you 
gain a dragon's trust." 

Olaf growled. "Let me try a different way." 

"No!" Hiccup pleaded through a whisper. 

Olaf punched the Gronckle. "Do as I say!" 

The Gronckle blew fire. Olaf and Hiccup shrieked in pain. Olaf's 
clothes were alit. Hiccup rolled through the grass, extinguishing his 
flames. "Hey, calm down!" He shouted to Olaf, but the large Viking 
grew angry . 

He kicked Hiccup in the shin, just above the prosthetic. "You did 
this!" He leapt on the Gronckle, punching it. "This beast is subject 
to me! " 

Hiccup inhaled, calming himself from the pain of the kick. The next 
few moments happened so quickly he didn't grasp it quick enough. 

He distantly heard Valka scream, but it was silenced by dragons' 
roars. Toothless scooped Hiccup upon his back and glided away. On 
instinct. Hiccup flew his leg to the stirrup, but it smacked into 
something . 

"Ow!" Valka shrieked, the metal foot in her shoulder. She clung on to 
the straps on Toothless's neck. 

"Valka!" Hiccup screamed. 

She whispered, "Bank right, quick. Get your foot in the stirrup!" 

"I can't hear you!" Hiccup cried. 

Hiccup was slammed onto Toothless's neck, Valka 's body pressing close 
to his. Toothless cried in pain. They crashed onto the ground, 
rolled, and stopped. A bola had wrapped around three parts of 
Toothless. It tied his legs, Valka, and Hiccup to his body. 

Hiccup shook dust out of his hair. "Why are you on the saddle?" he 
demanded, not thinking. 



"I couldn't help it. I tried to hold him back and my hand got 
caught . " 

Hiccup didn't dare speak again, for before him stood Drago 
Bloodthirst. They were surrounded by an army of armed Vikings. 

He knelt down, looking Hiccup threateningly in the eye. "Well, looks 
like this bit of dragon training failed. Secure the Night Fury, tie 
the boy up. Valka, I want to talk to you." 

The Vikings promptly released Valka, tackled Toothless, and bound the 
trainer. Hiccup was helpless as Toothless was taken away from him 
again. "Toothless, hang in there! I'll get you out!" 

He was punched in the face. "Shut up," Olaf slithered. "Or your 
dragon won't eat." 

Hiccup imagined another bruise forming above his mouth, just below 
the black eye. He glanced around the cove for Toothless. He saw him, 
but it was just a small glimpse before he disappeared. 

Hiccup let them lead him away. He didn't know what else to do. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Why?" Stoick boomed. "What possessed him to do this?"<p> 

Gobber sat calmly on his stool in the Forge, sipping a cup of mead. 
This was his regular position when listening to his best friend's 
tantrums. He let Stoick lose his cool and then Gobber would give a 
few pointers. It's how it always went. 

"Why would he leave?" Stoick continued. 

"Didn't it say in the note?" 

"I know very well what it says!" Stoick gnarled. "I just don't see 
why? I didn't run away from my responsibility!" 

"Do I honestly need to remind you that you and Hiccup are extremely 
different in some ways? You didn't run away, yes, nothing so drastic, 
but I do recall some butterflies." 

Stoick pulled back his whitening hair. "He needs to grow up!" 

"Maybe this is the best way for him to grow up. A mistake can teach 
the boy many things. If this is a mistake, I mean." 

Stoick sighed and sat on his stool. "Maybe it's my fault. We didn't 
exactly part on the best of terms." 

"Oh, everyone knows about that. You told him Snotlout would make the 
better chief." Gobber let silence hang for a moment, and then burst 
into a highly amused chuckle. "What were you thinking? Snotlout, 

Chief of Berk! I know Spitelout is a good friend and all, but _his 
_son?" Gobber was now laughing. 

Stoick glared at Gobber, though the temptation to laugh was great. 
"You're not making this better." 



Gobber sniffed. "Oh, that was a good laugh." Gobber finally calmed 
and continued, "He'll be back, no worry over that." 

Stoick nodded. "I know, but a part of me fears that this fault of 
fearing responsibility will stay with him throughout the 
chieftain . " 

Gobber refilled the mead mug. "No fear of that either." 

"Why not?" 

Gobber smiled, fortunate that he knew both of the Haddocks like all 
of his fake arms. "Because you overcame it. He will too." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Hiccup ! " Astrid shrieked. Her throat was sore from shouting. 
"Hiccup ! "<p> 

Fishlegs, the voice of reason, called, "Earth to Astrid. We've been 
at this for hours. The moon's high in the sky. Don't you think he 
would've camped for the night?" 

"Either way, I'm still looking! We're checking all the 
islands ! " 

Fishlegs growled in aggravation. "Astrid! What's the point in tiring 
both us and the dragons? Let's head back to Berk and regroup. We'll 
get the twins and maybe Snotlout to join us. We'll cover more ground 
with four dragons, maybe even the chief's dragon if he comes. Having 
two sleepy dragons cover minimal amount of ground won't solve 
anything ! " 

Astrid hung her head, trying not to accept Fishlegs 's statement, but 
knew she had to. 


Fishlegs saw his chance. "Please Astrid. I know you want to find him, 
so do I. But doing it this way won't find him quicker." 

Astrid nodded, frowning. "Let's turn around." 


As she flew back to Berk, she ignored her heart's cries. She wanted 
to see Hiccup again. Not just to reprimand him, but just to see him. 
She wanted to feel his arms around her when they hugged. She wanted 
to hear the sound of his voice as he protested returning to Berk. She 
wanted to see the cute, awkward face and see her brainy dragon 
trainer again. 


Astrid moaned, soft enough so that even Stormfly couldn't hear her. 
"Hiccup, whatever you do, don't die on me. We've gotten too close 
over the years for this to break us apart. Please Hiccup, don't do 
anything stupid. I love you too much." 


Astrid was awestruck, but too tired to realize it. She admitted it. 
She loved him. 


7 . Chapter 7 


First off... I AM SO SORRY! This update took way longer than expected 



and I should've done this much sooner! I'm sorry! I hope that the 
content /excitement of this chapter will be enough for the wait! But 
now, read/review/criticize/en joy ! Constructive criticism welcome! 


**Chapter 7** 

Hiccup hadn't slept all night. His arms were suspended in the chains 
and they achedaC i a lot. He saw the moon rays creep into the cave, but 
the moon was heading to the West; dawn was coming. Hiccup tilted his 
head back and prayed for sleep with all he had. It wasn't 
working . 

Footsteps entered the cave, but Hiccup knew who's they were. 

Sure enough, Valka rounded the corner with a loaf of bread and a 
chicken thigh in her hand. "Good evening, " she lulled, 
t iredly . 

"Good night, you mean." Hiccup smirked and waved his fingers around. 
"Any chance that I can get out of these?" 

Valka shook her head. "Not yet. Even if I did let you out, there's no 
way we could get to Toothless now." 

"How is he?"Hiccup asked, completely forgetting himself. 

"Same as he was before the training disaster, just more heavily 
guarded . " 

Hiccup closed his eyes and groaned. "Because of that stupida€ i that 
idiot 01afa€ | " 

"Oh it's the same with all men, trust me." Valka grinned and winked 
at Hiccup, still hooded. 

Hiccup realized her joke, but he didn't smile. "Is that my midnight 
snack?" 

Valka squatted down and held the bread forward. "Or do you want the 
meat ? " 


"Bread . " 

Valka held the bread forward and Hiccup gobbled it down. As he ate, 
he noticed Valka 's aging eyes. They were nostalgic, almost trapped. 
But he couldn't place why. 

"Eat the chicken quickly, " she ordered. 

"Why?" 

"Just eat. Please. Hurry. You'll understand later." 

Hiccup gnawed at the chicken reluctantly, wondering what Valka could 
be so fidgety about. 

"Hurry up!" She urged. 


Hiccup ate faster, careful of bones, actually frightened he'd choke 



on a bone. That was why he never really ate meat. He finished his 
chicken and stared at Valka. "What is going on?" 


Valka fished through her deep pocket on her left thigh and something 
jingled. When she pulled out her hand, a ring holding many keys came 
out. She smiled. "I'm a pickpocket. Time to get out." 

Hiccup hesitantly scanned the keys, Valka, and the entrance. Tips 
from Astrid and the past five years of dragon training taught him to 
be wary. "Why are you letting me go? What about Drago? What are you 
doing? " 

Valka unlocked the chains and Hiccup relished in the feeling as he 
dropped his arms. 

"You have a funny way of showing gratitude, " she sarcastically 
snapped. "Come on. I need to show you something. We'll be back before 
dawn to chain you up again." 

Hiccup stood up hesitantly, staring at Valka. She had given him many 
reasons to trust her, but it was often those people who he needed to 
watch most. 

Valka sensed his doubt and sighed. "Hiccup, I'm the only one who you 
should even think about trusting here. Please, trust me. I told you 
that I knew how to train the dragons. Let me prove it." 

Hiccup nodded. "Okay. I'll go with you." 

He followed Valka out of the cave, avoiding snoring Vikings sleeping 
on the beach. Toothless wasn't in the old place; they must've moved 
him . 

"Come on!" Valka hissed. "But quietly!" 

Valka rushed across the sand, glancing back so that Hiccup was still 
in her sights. Hiccup kept his eyes on Valka, but on his way off the 
beach, leapt three feet to the weapons arsenal, and grabbed a 
dagger . 

He hid it in his sheathaC | 
a€ | just in case . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup found himself being led by Valka along the same path that 
Drago had brought him down earlier. <p> 

"Valka, are we going to the dragon cove?" 

"Yes. I'm going to prove to you that I can be trusted and that we can 
escape . " 

"Escape?" Hiccup gasped. 

"Yes. Now, just follow me." 

Valka slowed down as they neared the cove. She halted, raising her 
arm across Hiccup to stop him. 



Valka looked to the confused Hiccup and stared him down. "Be very 
quiet. Disarm that dagger you stole from the arsenal." 


Hiccup widened his eyes. "How did youa€|?" 

"Just do it!" 

Hiccup unsheathed his weapon and threw it into the forest. "There you 
go. What now?" 

"You come with me. Stay behind me by about ten feet. We're going to 
the Monstrous Nightmare, one of the most temperamental dragons. I 
haven't trained him yet. Just watch me." 

Hiccup reluctantly sighed. "Alright." 

Valka leapt into the cove, leaving Hiccup on the cliff, and tiptoed 
to the Nightmare. "Hey, big boy." 

It reared up, infuriated by the chain, and lit itself aflame. 

Valka drooped her arms down, looked up at the beast. "You're in that 
mood, are ya? I've dealt with worse tempers, big boy." 

She reached into her bag and threw a fish to the Nightmare. It 
gobbled it down. 

Concentrating hard, Valka threw the bag to the side and removed each 
and every sheath on her body, including the hood. Her waist long 
braid fell. 

Valka stretched out her arms, the same way Hiccup did. "No weapons, 
you're fed, what else could you want?" 

The Nightmare growled. 

"I'm not in the mood to play "Who's Tougher", Nightmare." 

The dragon opened his mouth. An orange glow grew brighter behind his 
tongue . 

Valka ducked. 

The flame shot above her body, grazing her back. When the Nightmare 
stopped blowing deadly flames, Valka remained still, clenching her 
teeth in pain. 

"Valka, " Hiccup breathed, stopping himself before he could 
shout . 

Slowly, Valka felt her back and winced, biting back a scream. "You 
hurt me, " she said. 

The Nightmare sniffed her, curious about this thing. Valka smiled. 

She rolled over, balancing on her waist, and stopped when the 
Nightmare backed up. 

She waited until the dragon inched closer to even think about moving 
again. She held up her hand. "I didn't fight back," she pleaded. 



"Trust me. 


The Monstrous Nightmare huffed. It scanned her body, smugly debating. 
Valka reached her hand out more. "Come on, big boy. You can trust 


The Nightmare huffed once more, and snorted. Then, he shoved his 
snout into her hand. 

Valka smiled. "Good boy!" 

Hiccup gaped. "Okay. I admit it. You're better than me!" He slowly 
slid into the cove, making sure the Nightmare checked him out before 
he came closer. 

Cautiously, he moved around the dragon's personal bubble. "Valka, how 
did you do that?" 

"Ten years of practice, kid." She smiled up at the trained dragon and 
patted his snout. 

"Can you get up?" 

Valka winced and propped herself on her elbow. "I think so. I've had 
worse." She shakily stood on both feet and rubbed the dragon's snout. 
"You're a good boy." She scratched the bottom of his jaw. The giant 
monster lulled like a weak hatchling. 

Valka laughed, glanced back at Hiccup, and folded her arms. "Do you 
believe me now?" 

Hiccup flew up his arms and rolled his eyes. "Yes, I bow to your 
dragon training superiority." Hiccup bowed. "Congratulations milady." 
Hiccup's eyes were aglow with wonder. 

Valka smiled at the much younger Viking and walked forward. "Come on. 
There's some more stuff I want to show you." 

For the next hour. Hiccup toured Valka 's dragons, learning stuff he, 
frankly, knew since five years ago, but he kept his mouth 
shut . 

"Nadders are fierce, " Valka lectured, "but if you compliment them and 
appeal to their vain side, they're more likely to submit to you. Hey, 
you precious, beautiful Emerald." She kissed a Nadder's nose. "Good 
boy." She looked to Hiccup. "Like that." 

"I know. I have a friend who owns a Nadder. She's fierce and 
beautiful, just like a Nadder." 

Valka motioned for him to follow her, to the next dragon. But as she 
looked to Hiccup again, her eyes saw the sky, and her face flooded 
with fear. "We have to get back to camp. Run!" 

Hiccup automatically followed her, belatedly realizing the pink tint 
rising in the east. The Vikings would be up soon. 

"Hurry!" Valka urged. "Come on!" 

They halted when they reached the shore, relieved that every Viking 



was still asleep. Valka grabbed Hiccup's hand and dragged him to the 
cave . 

"Hurry! Sit down!" Valka ordered when they reached the cave. Hiccup 
slid into position and Valka locked him in. 

"That was close." Hiccup sighed. 

"I'm not done," Valka whimpered. "I have to return the keys." She 
raced out . 

Hiccup didn't see her for the next little while, but just watched the 
sun's light climb the cave's wall. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Ruffnut threw her spear at the targets hanging from the Academy 
ceiling. She was practicing for the different events coming up in the 
games. The games were scheduled to continue as planned, even though 
the village was more abuzz with gossip of the chief heir's 
disappearance. Spending most of her evening hours gulping Meade in 
the Great Hall told Ruffnut of the latest gossip. <p> 

"You know that the greatest spear thrower in Berk is going to beat 
you, right?" 

Normally it would've been Tuffnut who ' d say these things to her, but 
it was early morning, as dawn was rising, and Tuffnut never woke up 
until noon. This time, it was a different teaser. 

Ruffnut chuckled. "Yeah, and if a Night Fury were here, he and his 
rider would knock you off Hookfang's back." She eyed her next 
target . 

Snotlout stole her spear just as she was about to throw it. He sent 
it flying across the entire arena and, miraculously, it landed in the 
direct center of the smallest target. 

Snotlout flexed his muscles, as if that was how people would notice 
him. "See? Best spear thrower." 

"Same chance for a Gronckle to be skinny!" Ruffnut cursed under her 
breath . 

"What was that?" Snotlout snapped. 

"Nothin' at all." She grabbed her favorite axe and nailed it right 
into the barrel a few feet away. 

Snotlout grinned. "Do you miss Fishlegs yet?" 

Ruffnut mocked laughed and punched Snotlout in the face. "Just about 
as much as I miss peaceful walks on the sunset beach and being the 
most lovable girl on Berk." 

"So with all your heart?" 


Ruffnut strangled Snotlout. She grinned mischievously. "I'm going to 
rip out your tongue." 



"Guys! Mount your dragons!" a voice from above ordered. It was 
Astrid, riding Stormfly through the entrance. 

Ruffnut released Snotlout and rushed to Astrid. "Did you search all 
night? Like the whole night? Like no rest stops? What's wrong with 
you? " 

Astrid leapt off of Stormfly and Fishlegs landed beside her. Ruffnut 
ignored Snotlout' s discrete smooching sounds. 

Astrid grabbed Ruffnut 's shoulders. "Get Tuffnut and mount your 
dragons. We still have to find Hiccup." 

Fishlegs yawned. "I said wait a while before we go again." 

The chief thundered in. "And I say we go now!" 

The four young adults jumped in shock. "Chief!" 

Thornado drowsily and obediently crawled behind his rider. Stoick 
continued, "We're looking for Hiccup. You are the best dragon riders 
on Berk. We're all splitting up on our dragons and searching the 
entire area around Berk. Fishlegs, Astrid, I know you just spent the 
whole night and I thank you but I need you out there." 

"Yes, chief," Astrid and Fishlegs answered in unison. 

"Alright, all dragons and riders assemble. We're going." 

"Good luck trying to get Tuffnut out of bed, " Ruffnut chided. 

Stoick glared at her. 

Tuffnut raised her hands and tiptoed past him. "I'll get him and the 
Zippleback." She raced out. 

Stoick huffed. "Alright, everyone mount your dragons. Fishlegs, 
Astrid, where did you two search?" 

Fishlegs answered as he patted Meatlug's snout, apologizing. "West of 
Berk. We figured that Toothless would head for the sunset." 

Stoick was pained by the information of Hiccup and Toothless that 
he'd somehow forgotten, but asked, "All of it?" 

Astrid nodded. "As much as we could." 

"Alright, this'll be easy. Twins and Fishlegs take North, Astrid and 
Snotlout take South, me and my team will take the East. Everyone go." 
Stoick didn't wait for confirmation as he mounted Thornado and 
flew . 

"C'mon Astrid," Snotlout whined. "Let's get this over with." 

Astrid clutched his vest and pulled him to her. She deathly 
whispered, "I still haven't forgiven you." 

"For what?" Snotlout retorted. "I didn't make him run away. That was 
his choice. If you're going to blame someone for losing your 
boyfriend, blame the boyfriend." 



Snotlout wrestled himself out of her grasp and called for Hookfang, 
who automatically ran away. Snotlout, fed up, raced after 
him . 

Fishlegs rode Meatlug to the Academy entrance. "You know, he does 
have a small point." 

Astrid sighed. "I don't care. Good luck with the twins." 

"You need more help with Snotlout. I respect the chief, but I don't 
think pairing you two together was the best choice. You want to pair 
up with the twins?" 

Astrid answered what she did for only one reason: Ruffnut's hidden 
crush on Fishlegs. "No, I have to settle some things with Snotlout. 
I'll see you here at sunset." 

"Okay, bye. D-don't kill Snotlout. Don't." Fishlegs stared at her, 
daring her to disobey him, then muttered under his breath, "Time to 
get the twins . " 

Astrid flew away and met Snotlout just as he was mounting Hookfang. 
She'd have to put her protective instincts behind her if they were 
going to find Hiccup with Snotlout being in one piece. Fighting back 
a yawn and a temptation to punch, she flew South of Berk, Snotlout 
following . 

She and Snotlout flew side by side for about an hour, 
silent . 

Finally, Astrid had enough. "Ugh! Just fly by yourself Snotlout! I'll 
find him myself!" 

"Will you just calm down!" Snotlout shouted. "We'll find him! Your 
future hubby will be fine!" 

Astrid glared at him. "What did you just say?" 

Snotlout stared at her, snarling. 

Astrid was infuriated. She needed to yell at Snotlout for 
somethinga€ | anything it seemed. "You said he couldn't be chief!" 
Astrid yelled. "You lowered his confidence! This is your fault!" 

"I told him to run away?" 

"Do you even think you'll make a better chief than him?" Astrid 
hollered . 

Snotlout screamed, "Just shut up, Astrid! Just shut up!" 

Unknown to the riders, Hookfang and Stormfly shook their heads in 
annoyance, wishing with every ounce of their being that their riders 
would justa€ | shut up! 

Hookfang jerked his head up, sensing something. Stormfly sensed it 
too. _You hear what I hear. Nightmare? _ 

Hookfang responded, _Yeah. A stupid human is setting a trap 



somewhere . 


Stormfly tuned out their riders' bickering and hummed, _But we're 
high above the ground. _ 

_A Night Fury was hit high above the ground tooa€|_ 

No second later, a bola choked Hookfang. He lost balance and jerked 
out of the sky. Snotlout screamed. 

"Snotlout!" Astrid shrieked. Stormfly didn't need to get kicked in 
the thigh to know to follow them. 

They dove while Hookfang and Snotlout twisted through the clouds. It 
was only a few moments before the ocean and an island appeared. 

Astrid knew there was only half a minute before they 
crashed . 

"Faster Stormfly! Faster!" 

Stormfly angled her body to be more streamlined. Three more bolas 
trapped Hookfang. Snotlout 's grip on the saddle loosened and he 
fell. 

Astrid screamed as she saw Snotlout and Hookfang separate. She 
scanned between dragon and man, breathing hard. "After Snotlout, 
Stormfly ! Go ! " 

They angled to Snotlout. Astrid reached out to him. "Snotlout!" she 
shrieked . 

Snotlout slowly grew closer to them, but so did the sea. Snotlout 
reached to Astrid. 

"Level up! Level up!" Snotlout cried. This order was muffled by the 
wind rushing past their faces. 

Astrid leaned down. Snotlout 's hand was inches away from hers. They 
clasped. Astrid heaved him on. 

A bola knocked Stormfly 's neck. She banked. Astrid was jolted off, 
taking Snotlout with her. 

"No!" Astrid shrieked. She looked below her. The ocean was 
approaching fast. 

"Dive straight! Dive straight!" Snotlout ordered. 

He let go of Astrid and flexed his arms out. Astrid did the same, 
ready to dive. Both sucked in as much air as they could. Astrid 
winced, and slammed into the ocean. 

She lost control of her body. Her eyes widened and she almost lost 
her breath. Ice cold water soaked her entire body, chilling her to 
the bone. Shock forced air out of her lungs. The darkness of the 
ocean shrouded a veil over her. She tried to flail her arms, tried to 
swim, but she had no strength left. She needed to breathe. 
Unwillingly, air slipped between her lips. Her head went limp and her 
eyes closed. 



><p>Valka, relieved, awoke from her sleep. She returned the keys to 
Drago's pocket, thankful that he hadn't awaken. She then raced to her 
bunk and demanded sleep, only to have it come a few minutes later. 

The stupid morning bell interrupted her snooze fifteen minutes later. 
Unwillingly, she lumbered out of bed and entered the hastily made 
Great Hall.<p> 

The men and women around her chatted while enjoying a hurriedly 
prepared breakfast. She, yawning, retrieved her bowl of 
porridge . 

"Hullo, Valka, " one of her female friends chirped. "You look like a 
sleepyhead . " 

Valka nodded. "I didn't get much sleep last night." 

"What do you think Drago will do to the dragon trainer they 
captured? " 

Valka ate a bite, then said, "He might kill him or torture him. With 
Drago, you don't know what could happen." 

Down the beach, an overjoyed voice annoyed the villagers. "Everyone! 
Everyone! Guess what I just did!" 

Valka groaned. "It's Eret." 

"Drago's son must've caught another dragon." 

Valka growled. "If I have to hear one more droll storya€ | That idiot 
claims himself the best dragon trapper." 

"You can't deny the many dragons he's caught." 

Valka bit her tongue. "All of the dragons in the cove." 

Eret raced to the villagers. "Guess what I just did! I trapped a 
Mosntrous Nightmare and Nadder! I shot them from the sky!" 

"Bravo, " Valka dryly cheered. 

The teenager, frustrated, turned around and yelled at someone some 
distance behind him. "Come on, you idiots! Bring in the 
dragons ! " 

Threatened, out came a team of a dozen men, dragging a Monstrous 
Nightmare and a Deadly Nadder onto the beach. 

Valka gasped and nearly dropped her bowl. These dragons had saddles 
on them. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>OKAY ! A couple of things that I have to explain. <em> 

_I know I said that the things in this story would be based on leaks 
Berk's Grapevine (thanks so much guys) but I took liberties with a 
few things. 1) I have no idea if Eret is Drago's son, and I seriously 



doubt Dreamworks will make that move, but I wanted it for the story 
so I put it in. 2) I'll try to update this story as soon as I can! 
Please review!_ 


8 . Chapter 8 
**Chapter 8** 

"Well done, son!" Drago cried as he slapped his son's shoulder. "Two 
fine dragons, they are. Beautiful heads." 

Valka hid behind the crowd of people congratulating Eret and tried to 
blend in. She inched towards the dragons displayed outside of the 
throng; they were in the corner of the Hall, opposite the celebration 
party. Their necks were chained with thick metal and coarse ropes 
tied their bodies down. Valka knew there would be a few scars on 
their bodies. 

Valka continued gliding to the dragons until she was face to face 
with them. Glancing back at the crowd and seeing no witnesses, Valka 
gently moved her hand to the Nadder's snout. 

The female dragon snorted and growled, a death threat hissed. 

"Shush now," Valka whispered. "It's okay. I won't hurt you." Valka' s 
hand slowly rose up to the Nadder. "I'm a friend." 

The dragon's eyes softened, showing her trust. She now purred instead 
of growled. 

_She must've had another rider, _Valka thought. _I can tell by the 
saddle. That's why she trusts me so easily. _ 

Valka smiled hopefully, inching her hand closeraC i closeraC i 

Drago snatched her hand and forced it down. He pulled her back a few 
feet and glared at her. "You may have learned the most from the 
dragon trainer Valka, but don't train them without my 
permission . " 

Valka shook her hand from Drago ' s iron grip, mirroring Drago ' s stare. 
"I just wanted to let them know we won't hurt them." 

Drago smiled menacingly through his thick beard. "Now how can you do 
that when you know it's not true?" Drago darkly chuckled and slowly 
stomped away. 

Valka sighed, angry at Drago and his stupid son Eret. She clenched 
her teeth, cursing some type of threat but she didn't know which 
one . 

Reluctantly, she looked once more at the trained Nightmare and 
Nadder, and then disappeared. There was someone who needed to know 
about these new trophies. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup, still chained, stared at Valka, unwilling to believe her 
story. "No, no that's not possible. TheyaC i they shouldn't be anywhere 



near here ! "<p> 

Valka knelt down, becoming eye level with Hiccup. "What's 
impossible? " 

Hiccup shook his head, as if mentally disregarding a 
theory . 

"Hiccup? What is it?" Valka repeated. 

The boy sighed, decided he might as well tell the truth, and 
explained, "Two friends of mine ride dragons. One rides a Nightmare 
and the other rides a Nadder." 

"The girl you told me about last night? She rides the 
Nadder? " 

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah, that one. She rides the Nadder. The boy rides 
the Monstrous Nightmare. I-If both the dragons had saddles on them 
then that means that they were being ridden anda€ | did this kid Eret 
see any riders with them?" 

"Not that he said." 

Hiccup's face went white. "Oh no. They're in trouble. Astrid and 
Snotlout are in trouble! They-they wouldn't leave their dragons and 
the dragons would never leave them willinglya€| !" 

Valka placed her hand on his shoulder. "It'll be alright. We'll find 
your friends." She glanced at the entrance, checking for 
eavesdroppers. Then, she looked into Hiccup's eyes. "I just need more 
time. Wait until tonight. I'll get you, we'll free Toothless, the two 
dragons, and every dragon in that cove. We'll find your friends and 
we'll get away from here. I just need you to wait until tonight. 
Darkness will give us better cover." 

Hiccup's gaze locked on Valka. Her voice carried a compassionate, 
caring tone that made Hiccup believe this plan was possible. The 
older woman was so eager to help him, but why? 

He didn't want to ask the question. Somehow he knew that he'd be 
awakening an awful past, but he asked anyway. 

"Are you a prisoner here, too?" 

Valka 's eyes drooped, and then she nodded. "Not in chains, buta€ | I 
can't leave. With your dragon, maybe I can." 

"Why don't you train your own dragon? You tamed a Monstrous 
Nightmare ! " 

Valka shushed him frantically, fearing guards, and then whispered, "I 
haven't found the right one yet. Now just wait until tonight. I'll be 
back." She patted his shoulder and tried to smile, but the happiness 
was vacant. She left the cave without another word. 

Hiccup watched her as she left, and he hoped that what she said was 
true . 


~k ~k ~k 



><p>Astrid's eyes opened unwillingly. The cloudy sky tricked her into 
thinking she was still unconscious, but a voice disproved the 
illusion . <p> 

"Good, you're awake." 

Astrid moaned. It felt like a thousand axes were shoved into her 
brain. She rubbed her temples, groaning. "What happened?" 

"You passed out in the water. Good thing I was awake to save your 
life." 

The voice pounded in her eardrums, but at least she recognized 
it . 

"Snotlout?" 

"Yeah, it's me. Don't forget to thank me for saving your 
life." 

Astrid forced herself onto her side, wanting to see Snotlout instead 
of just hearing him. He was squatting on the beach, leaning over a 
crackling fire, half-dried from his plunge. 

Astrid rubbed her eyes. "Where are we?" she weakly asked. 

Snotlout threw up his arms. "We're deserted, abandoned, lost! I 
thought you'd get that by the isolated beach we're on." 

Astrid grimaced at Snotlout 's loud exaggeration. It made her head 
hurt more. She sat up and, with a jolt, panicked. "Where are the 
dragons ? ! " 

"You expect me to know? They disappeared, were shot down, knocked out 
from under us ! " 

Astrid crawled to the fire and remembered the horrific drop. "We have 
to find them!" She hid a moan of pain, but rubbed her head 
anyway . 

Snotlout looked to Astrid with sympathetic look in his eye. "You 
should eat first. I found some berries in the forest." He reached 
into his bag and pulled some out. As he held out his hand, dark 
purple berries slipped between his fingers and plopped onto the sand. 
But he clamped his fingers tightly shut, squishing some berries, but 
saving a small majority of them. 

Astrid' s eyes widened. "Did you eat any of those?" 

"Not yet." His face twisted in frustration. "I can be polite Astrid. 

I was going to wait until you woke up." 

"Well good. Those are poisonous." 

Snotlout shuddered, threw the berries into the ocean, and wiped his 
juicy palm against the sand. "Okay, never mind. We have no 
food . " 

Astrid shakily stood up. "Let's go and find the dragons. Did you get 



a look at the island?" 


Snotlout looked up at her, almost annoyed. "I'm not stupid enough to 
leave you here ! " 

Astrid accepted this in her head. Snotlout didn't have as much brains 
as Hiccup, but he wasn't that stupid. He never did endanger people's 
lives unless curiosity overcame him; he wouldn't leave her on that 
beach . 

She lumbered forward shakily. "You're right. Let's try and figure out 
a way home . " 

Snotlout unexpectedly elated. He started chuckling. "I'm sorry; did I 
just hear you say that I'm right? This is an historic moment. Let me 
bathe in admiration a minute." 

Astrid glared at him. "We don't have a minute. Savor five seconds and 
then come . " 

"Just give me a second, " Snotlout said. "This is an amazing 
moment . " 

"Snotlout!" Astrid snapped. "Now!" 

"Okay, okay," Snotlout whined, following the determined Astrid. "I'm 
coming, I'm coming!" 

Astrid led the way off the beach and tore through very thick brush, 
creating a path for herself. She ignored the haziness surrounding her 
vision. All details in her peripheral vision were gone. Still, she 
trudged forward with her heart blazing an inextinguishable flame. She 
didn't care if Snotlout had trouble keeping up. She'd get Hiccup 
back, but she had to figure out where she was first. 

She could ignore the hazy vision, she told herself. It would go away 
eventually. But when she toppled down into weeds, sick from 
dizziness, she realized the stupid lies. Her eyes closed. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka fished through the duffel which contained her most 
cherished belongings. She was alone in her small one-room house, 
attached to a large family's abode, whose children liked to enter 
without knocking, so she prayed for privacy. <p> 

From the bag, she pulled out her dagger which her father gave her, 
her wedding ring, and a seashell. Valka clutched the ring and the 
seashell close to her heart. Could she go home again? 

Finally? 

"Valka!" a recognizable voice ordered as the door swung open. 

Valka stuffed everything in her duffel as quick as she could. She 
stood up and stared, face to face, with Eret . 

"Hello, " she politely greeted. "Eret, is there something I can help 
you with?" 

Eret grinned mischievously. "I was told that we have a prisoner. My 



father captured the dragon trainer?" 

Valka smiled, acting victorious, like Hiccup's capture was 
pleasurable to her. "Yes. We fired bolas at the Night Fury 
anda€ i " 

"Yeah, yeah, he told me. I don't need to hear it from you. But he did 
tell me that you've become quite friendly with the 
prisoner . " 

"Friendly?" Valka scorned. She made sure she looked insulted. "If you 
weren't the chief's son, I'd slap you in the face." 

Eret almost burst out into uncontrollable laughter, but let it 
subside. "Why then did you take a liking to his dragon and volunteer 
to bring the trainer food?" 

"I don't volunteer!" Valka scowled, her tone sounding aghast at the 
subject. "It's my job! I'm in charge of the prisoners!" 

Eret smiled; amused that he was causing the older woman anger. "Will 
you bring me to the prisoner?" 

Valka kept her face straight. "What do you want with him?" 

Eret snorted. "I just wanna talk to him! That's allowed, isn't it? 
Isn't it?" The last question was almost a dare. 

Valka sighed, staring at Eret. "Very well, Eret. Follow me." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup sat, chained to the wall, worrying over his 
friends . <p> 

_It ' s my fault, _Hiccup thought. _If I hadn't run away then they 
wouldn't have to come and look for me anda€ | nothing like this 
would've happened!_ 

He kicked is foot against the ground, chiding himself. He was stupid. 
His dad was right. He was still a kid; he was still a stupid, stupid 
kid. Every self-centered choice he made, someone else suffered for 
it. Toothless often suffered for him, his dad paid a few prices, and 
his f riendsaC i the ones he wanted the most to stay out of this, who 
had no responsibility for him, they were always the ones who paid 
some price for his follies. Shouldn't he have learned by now not to 
make mistakes? Chiefs couldn't make mistakes! 

Hiccup gasped, realizing his thoughts. He closed his eyes and almost 
whimpered. He was seriously thinking about becoming a chief. The life 
he didn't want, he was thinking about. The path he told his dad he 
couldn't follow, he was peering down to see if he was ready to tread 
it. Why did getting captured make him think about his 
future? 

Footsteps interrupted his inner-monologue. Hiccup lit up when he 
recognized Valka 's footsteps, but he soured when another set 
accompanied them. 


Valka turned the corner, followed by a seemingly over-confident 



snotty kid about his own age. 


Valka gestured between the two of them with lack of interest. 

"Hiccup, Eret . Eret, Hiccup." 

Eret stood stalk still for a moment and then snorted. He crumbled on 
the floor and laughed hysterically. 

"H-H-H-Hiccup ! Hiccup!" Eret laughed. "S-Serious-ly ! Aha! Ha Ha! 
Hiccup ! " 

Hiccup stared at the cackling boy, then to Valka. She 
shrugged . 

"Yes," Hiccup dryly spoke to Eret. "My name's an embarrassing noise 
that you make with your mouth. It's hysterical. " 

After ignoring Hiccup's comment and laughing for five more minutes, 
Eret calmed himself. "Oh, I'm sorry about that." 

Hiccup half-smirked, knowing full well that Eret ' s words were empty. 
"What do you want?" 

Eret stood up, wiped tears from his eyes, and let out one more laugh. 
"I wanted to meet you." 

"I'm honored . " 

"You should be." Eret flicked his long hair out of his face and 
stared down at Hiccup. "You think you're so important, training the 
dragons ? " 

"Nah. Just more important than you." 

Eret cringed, oblivious to Valka 's hidden sniggering. "Since I'm the 
one who decides whether or not you get out of those chains, I ' d be a 
little more nicer if I were you." 

"Well, you're not me. So you're out of luck. And you can give up on 
keeping me here because I'm not training any of your dragons or 
showing you how to train them. Last time we tried that, Olaf angered 
them all. If you guys can't submit yourselves to trusting them, 
throwing away your weapons, and actually caring about a dragon, I 
can't help you. That's what you need to train a dragon. You have none 
of that! It's gonna be impossible for you to train them." 

Eret chuckled, liking this mean side of Hiccup. "If you say so. Keep 
your confidence about getting out of here, but you forget that we 
have your dragon chained up. I think that's pretty impossible. Now 
I've met you. Goodbye." 

Eret strode arrogantly out of the cave. Valka stood where she had 
been standing for the whole time. "You told him off," she said, not 
bothering to hide her amusement . 

Hiccup held back a smirk, knowing that he just made it harder for him 
to leave these people. Ticking off the chief's son never really 
worked well the last few times. Dagur was an eccentric 
example . 



Valka tiptoed towards Hiccup when he didn't say anything. She leaned 
down to him and whispered, "Hang tight. I'll get you tonight. I'll 
keep a lookout for your friends too." 

Hiccup looked to Valka, his eyes alone speaking his gratitude. 
"Thanks." 

She grinned and again deserted him. 

Hiccup laid his head against the side of the wall. "This had better 
work, " he whispered. "This better be a good plan, whatever plan it 
is. Oh, Dad will skin me when he finds me." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"I'm going to skin him when we find him!" Stoick announced when 
yet another frozen island was empty of Hiccup's 
presence . <p> 

Spitelout leaned against his Timberjack, Valor. He sipped more 
alcohol before it froze. "So, if we can't find HiccupaC | " 

"Yes, Spitelout! Yes! Snotlout will be chief." Stoick leapt on top of 
Thornado. "But I'm going to search every island until I admit that 
Hiccup ' s gone . " 

Gobber waved to his dragon, ignoring the bickering. "Come here. Belt 
Buckle!" The Boneknapper whose missing bone was Gobber 's belt buckle 
obeyed his rider, whom he reunited with about a year ago. He leapt 
from behind an iceberg and ran like a puppy to his master. 

Gobber scratched Belt Buckle's chin for a reward and then turned his 
attention to Spitelout and Stoick. "Alright. Let's check a couple 
more islands. He couldn't have gone far." 

"I wasn't going to say that Snotlout could be chief," Spitelout 
argued. "I was going to say that we should get the 
armada . " 

"Mounting the dragons, guys," Gobber reminded. "Let's go." 

"You don't have to lie," Stoick threatened Spitelout. 

Gobber frowned. "Two arguing lassies are right in front of me. Belt 
Buckle. Don't you sympathize?" 

Belt Buckle moaned and dropped his head. 

Gobber patted Belt Buckle's chin, laughing. But Belt Buckle raised 
his head, noticing something. Thornado and Valor did exactly the 
same, yet the chief and vice chief didn't notice. 

"Boys?" Gobber asked the dragons. "What is it?" 

Valor, knowing his rider wasn't on him, flew up to the top of the ice 
mountain. Spitelout tripped and fell to the ice with a thud, cracking 
the frozen water. His alcohol spilled, but he was too distracted to 
notice . 


Stoick followed Valor's trail with his eyes and ordered 


"Follow 



him. 


Gobber mounted Belt Buckle while Spitelout climbed up behind Stoick. 
They leapt up into the air, following the Timberjack. 

"Track Valor boys, " Stoick commanded. The dragons flew harder, but 
worried their riders when the trail went into a thick cloud of 
fog . 

Gobber peered into the blinding mist. "Do you hear that?" 

Stoick nodded. "Yes, I do. They're dragons roaring." 

They flew until the fog dispersed, revealing a giant entrance into a 
glacier . 

Stoick sensed the danger. A group of dragons roaring in a cave 
reminded him of an incident five years ago; the one where he almost 
lost his son. "Stop boys," Stoick ordered. "Stop." 

Thorando and Belt Buckle ignored this command, acting like they 
didn't hear Stoick. Their first order was to track Valor and that's 
what they did. They flew straight into the cave. 

"Stupid dragons, " Spitelout muttered. Both dragons growled and 
hissed . 

"Figure of speech!" Spitelout griped. "I wanna find Valor. I really 

do . " 

For a moment, Stoick debated whether or not Spitelout ' s claim was 
true, but he shook it off. He scanned his surroundings. "It's an ice 
cave . " 

Gobber leaned forward, angling himself so his ear was closest to the 
inner part of the cave. "And I hear dragons." 

"What's in here?" Stoick asked himself. 

After a moment, they found Valor perched on a small platform ahead of 
them. He looked back to them worriedly, appearing afraid to fly any 
further . 

Thornado and Belt Buckle perched beside him, letting Spitelout jump 
onto Valor. The riders peeked into the enlarging cave. 

Gobber couldn't rip his eyes off the sight. "I don't believe 

it . " 

Countless dragons surrounded the cave's interior. They were chained. 
They ends of the chains were frozen into the walls and about twenty 
guards were scattered throughout the cave, disciplining the dragons 
with spears . 

"Who are these people?" Spitelout asked aloud, not meaning to. 

"I don't know. Back up a bit so they can't see us. Do you see a 
Berserker crest?" Stoick whispered. 

"No, I can't see anything. They're too far away." Gobber shushed Belt 



Buckle as he noticed Boneknappers chained up with the others. "Stay 
still , boy . " 


Spitelout leaned towards Stoick and hissed, "We can't do anything. If 
we free these dragons against these Vikings' will, we start a 
war . " 

"I know." Stoick rubbed his chin. "We need to keep looking for Hiccup 
anyhow. Let's go." 

"Stoick, wait!" Gobber said. "Look further into the cave." 

Stoick followed Gobber 's directions and, when his vision focused, 
there was a giant dragon trapped behind a thick sheet of ice about 
five times the height of an upright Nightmare. The dragon itself was 
the same size. Five Nightmares high and maybe three houses 
wide . 

Stoick focused on this giant beast as it banged its head against the 
ice wall. Viking guards panicked and aimed spears at the dragon, 
ready for anything. Unhindered, the dragon still banged his head. The 
ice wall was thick enough that it didn't break immediately on impact, 
but weak enough that a few cracks formed. In fact, there were cracks 
along the whole wall. This beast had been banging this wall for a 
long time. 

"It's only a few more bangs before that wall falls down," Stoick 
noted . 

"What do you think the dragon's trying to do?" Gobber 
whispered . 

Stoick shrugged. "Getting to her bee-like workers, maybe." 

Spitelout gaped, flabbergasted. "There's another Green Death?" he 
shouted . 

Stoick cringed and Gobber rolled his eyes. "Now you've done 
it ! " 


Spitelout nervously looked to the chained dragons. Frightened by the 
shout, the dragons shrieked. Some blew fire. The closest enemy Viking 
noticed them, and charged towards them, adding a battle cry to the 
noise . 

Stoick looked at the commotion. "This is why Snotlout won't be chief. 
He's just like you." 

A Nadder shot spurts at them. 

"Get out! Get out!" Spitelout cried. 

All three fled the fire just in time and raced out of the cave. 

Once safely in the fog, Spitelout breathed hard. "Sorry. 

Buta€ | There ' s _another_ Green Death!" 

"We don't know that," Stoick yelled. "It could be another Queen, just 
not like the Green Death." 



Gobber shook his head. "Well, how come those Vikings were keeping the 
dragons hostage? And why was the Queen behind that ice? How did they 
fight her off?" 

"I don't know." Stoick clenched his fist. "But we don't have time to 
find out. Hiccup's still out there, and I won't lose him again. Not 
after the Green Death." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup whimpered, getting nervous. The moon had risen but Valka 
still wasn't here. Had something happened? Did they discover her 
friendship with him?<p> 

He constantly checked the corner that lead to the entrance. Where was 
she? 

"Come on Valka. Please. Please come!" 

The next moments were spent in worrisome silence. Then, quicker than 
a flash, a figure leapt in front of him and licked his face. 

Hiccup shuddered in disgust, but then saw the face. 

"Toothless!" he cried. 


Valka entered, carrying a stuffed duffel bag. "Shhh! Be quiet. It was 
hard enough to keep Toothless quiet." 

Hiccup smiled, overjoyed, as Toothless pressed his forehead against 
Hiccup's. "I missed ya, bud." 

_I know. I missed you too, _Toothless purred. 

Valka knelt down and unlocked Hiccup's chains. "Alright, I'm here 
like I promised, but we have got to be quiet." 

"How did you get Toothless here?" 


"Oh, after you slip a sleeping drug in the guard's drinks, you order 
a Night Fury quiet and drag him across the village avoiding all types 
of firelight, you can eventually bring him to the prison 
cave . " 


Hiccup stood and hugged Toothless's neck. He scratched the black 
scales, happy to see his best friend again. Why did all separations 
seem like an eternity? "Thanks Valka. So, what's the plan?" 

"You're going to fly me to the dragons' cove. I'll decide the next 
step there." 

"Oh. Fantastic. This plan is so clear." 

"As it should be with only one step." 

Hiccup smiled. "Alright, let's go." He mounted Toothless, leaving 
room for Valka to climb on. Toothless walked out of the cave and, 
once clear, flew into the sky, soaring where Hiccup directed 
him. 



Hiccup relaxed as he felt the luxurious feeling. Wind hissed past his 
face, danced through his hair, and charged his energy. Yes! Yes, he 
was home! He was where he belonged! Yes! 

Sadly, the flight soon ended. The cove came before Hiccup could even 
think about doing one of his favorite tricks. He motioned for 
Toothless to land. Hiccup leapt off of him after disconnecting the 
foot and walked around, surveying the dragons. 

"They've been beaten," he noted with surprise. 

"During the day, " Valka confirmed. "The men tried training without 
you and they were stupid enough to expect different results. When the 
dragons fought back, they beat them." 

Hiccup saw Valka's distressed eyes. They started filling with tears. 
She really did care about these dragons. 

"So, " Hiccup asked, "what do we do now? How do we start freeing the 
dragons ? " 

Before Valka could answer, a shrill cry echoed through the 
cove . 

"Hiccup ! " 

Hiccup spun around in response to his name. He laughed 
joyfully . 

"Ast rid ! " 


9. Chapter 9 
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><p>Chapter 9<p> 

Trapped by the dense forest, Astrid pushed Snotlout away. "I don't 
care! We've had a long enough rest period!" 

Snotlout exasperat ingly growled. "Look! You're tired. I'm tired. 
We've been searching for hours and the only thing we've found is a 
stupid, noisy bird and no sign that anyone lives on this 
island ! " 



"We have to keep looking!" Astrid said. "I passed out only once but I 
can make it! Come on Snotlout! Let's go!" 

"Fine ! " 

They trudged onward, trying not to be discouraged by the setting sun. 
They'd have to find shelter soon. 

Astrid again forged the path, slapping bugs out of her face and 
ignoring her parched throat and growling stomach. As much as Astrid 
detested Snotlout, she had to agree with him. There were no villages 
they'd seen, no ships, and no dragons. This had to have been a 
deserted island. _I ' ve got to keep going!_ She told herself. _There ' s 
a gut feeling that this is where we'll find our dragons. _ 

She yawned, making Snotlout yawn. 

He huffed and walked on, dead-like. "We better find something soon, 
or I will fall down where I stand and die!" 

"Good!" Astrid snapped, exhausted. "Then I'll go by myself!" 

"Fine by me! Can I lay down now?" 

Suddenly, a harsh wind hit the ground. It almost knocked Astrid and 
Snotlout down. 

Astrid gaped. A dragon had flown above them. "Come on!" Astrid urged. 
"Let's find out who that was!" 

Snotlout nodded, though his face looked ready to droop in fatigue. 
"Alright, I'm coming. But I don't think that was Hookfang." 

Astrid ran through the brush. "Well, maybe it was Stormfly." 

"No, it couldn't be. The flap was too hard." 

Astrid looked to the sky, thinking that the dragon might reappear. 
"Yeah, I think you're right. Just keep walking. Maybe we'll stumble 
on a dragons' nest or something." 

Snotlout froze in his tracks. "Don't we want to avoid 
that ? " 

Astrid' s temper boiled. She had endured enough stress, she hadn't 
slept since two nights ago, and she was starving. Snotlout 's 
rebellion was the last straw. "Snotlout! Come here now or I'll rip 
out your eyeballs!" 

Fearfully, he walked hastily, squeaking, "Okay, okay! I'm 
coming ! " 

Astrid, satisfied, stomped forward and almost tripped into a grove, 
head first. Astrid gasped, seeing the ground a great distance below 
her. She snatched a stray tree root. Snotlout voiced a startled cry 
and tried to tried to pull her up, but she let go before he could. 
There was no way she'd let him touch her. 


Astrid landed with such impact that she toppled forward over her feet 



and fell on her stomach. She checked her bearings, scanned the cove, 
and what she saw took her breath away. 

She had never seen so many dragons in her life, and all of a 
different species. Fishlegs would freak out by now. The dragons were 
all chained, wrestling with iron in order to be free. 

Astrid kept looking, and her eyes saw an unchained dragon who just 
landed in the cove, with his riders dismounting. 

Her heart leapt to her throat. As if the only Night Fury in 
existence, who also had half a tail, wasn't a dead enough giveaway. 
She'd recognize that lanky body, shaggy red-brown hair, and awkward 
stance anywhere. 

"Hiccup!" She jumped up and ran to him. 

Her man turned in response to his name and lit up. Oh, how she loved 
it when he looked happy. She ran faster. 

"Astrid!" Hiccup cried. He held out his arms to her, smiling in the 
way she loved. 

She leapt into his grasp. She strangled him in a tight embrace, 
kissed his lips, and then slapped him in the face. 

Hiccup cried in pain, though he should've been used to it. "OW! 
Wha-Why would you do that?" 

"As if you didn't know!" Astrid shouted. She grasped his collar 
threateningly. "Why did you leave me like that? What were you 
thinking? You know how stupid you were just to leave? Do you have any 
idea how much you worried me? How stupid anda€ | stupid it was to do 
that? Why did you do that to me?" 

Hiccup opened his mouth, speechless. _Oh crud, I'm in trouble, _ he 
thought . 

"Astrid, I know you're upseta€ | " 

Astrid punched him in the gut. "You bet your life I'm upset! Why did 
you just go? I didn't know if you were killed ora€ | " 

"I'd hate to break this up, but Hiccup and I have some work to do," 
an unknown voice interrupted. 

Astrid, for the first time, noticed the middle-aged, brown haired 
woman standing by Toothless. She was dressed in furs and her braids 
reached down to her waist. 

Astrid let Hiccup go, almost mesmerized by the new stranger. "Who are 
you? " 

"Valka . " 

Astrid flung her head around and gave Hiccup an iron stare. "Who is 
she? Why are you with her?" 

Hiccup held his hands up in defense. "I'll explain later, but why 
don't we have a little introduction first. Astrid, Valka. Valka, 



Astrid . " 


"Hello, " Valka chirped. 

Astrid clenched her teeth and nodded her greeting. 

"There. Now, aren't we all friends?" 

A voice behind Hiccup shouted. "Oh, I'll pretend I'm a rock. Yep, I'm 
just left at the top of the gorge with no way to get down. So I have 
to jump a dangerous distance and then walk all the way over here 
before you notice me. Yes, I'll be invisible to you all." 

Hiccup rolled his eyes and didn't need to turn to see who it was. 
"Hello, Snotlout. How are you?" 

"Cold, tired, and hungry. You got any food?" 

Valka hesitantly reached into her pack, turning her head, looking for 
more visitors. "I think I have some bread." 

"What about meat?" Snotlout said. 

Astrid rolled her eyes in annoyance. "Snotlout, she's giving us 
food ! " 

"I just asked if she had any meat!" 

Hiccup went between the two of them as best he could. "Guys! Did the 
twins and Fishlegs come with you?" 

"No, they went on their own, " Snotlout said. "Smarter than being 
trapped with her for a whole day." 

Astrid clenched her fists. Her eyes held red hot fire as she tried to 
melt Snotlout with infuriation. 

"Guys!" Hiccup pleaded, knowing Astrid' s stare too well. "Justa€|calm 
down ! " 

Astrid laughed at Hiccup threateningly, like he just crossed a very 
thin line. The red hot stare didn't leave. 

"Oh no, no, no! I am not going to calm down! Not after what you just 
did! Not after you decide to run off and not tell me where you 
are ! " 

Hiccup folded his arms, suddenly defensive. "What are you, my 
mother? " 

"She sure acts like it." Snotlout received his usual punch in the 
face from Astrid, and he wasn't surprised to get it. 

Astrid screamed to Hiccup, "I just wanted to know where you 
were ! " 

"You want an answer! Here it is! I wanted some time alone. Away from 
people and with some time to clear my head! There! Are you 
happy? " 



"Very happy! So the next time you get captured by a creepy lady who 
chains dragons away. I'll leave you alone so you can clear your 
head ! " 

"She is not chaining up the dragons!" Hiccup shouted. "She's freeing 
them ! " 

"Yeah, " Snotlout voiced. "Why else would he be here other than to 
free dragons?" 

Hiccup turned to Snotlout. "I know that was probably sarcastic, but 
were you defending me there?" 

"I don't know!" Snotlout yelled. "I've completely lost track of this 
conversation ! " 

"Will you both just listen to me!" Astrid screamed. 

"I've been listening!" Hiccup protested. "You're mad at me for not 
telling you where I was going because now every detail of my life is 
suddenly your business!" 

The next second, a ball of fire shot at them. 

"Get down!" Snotlout shouted, shoving them both and himself to the 
grass . 

They ducked just in time, letting the five fire shots pound into the 
rocky gorge. Hesitantly, all three looked up and saw Valka standing 
next to a smacking Gronckle. Small spurts of lava escaped his 
mouth . 

"Now that I have your attention," Valka lectured, "I would like some 
help freeing these dragons since they don't really deserve to be 
here. Would you three help me?" 

Snotlout gawked. "After you shot fire at me!" 

"Is there any other way to get your attention?" Astrid 
growled . 

Hiccup sighed. "We'll help you Valka. Just tell us what to 

do . " 

Valka smiled. "Great. Let's get to work." 

She turned and authoritatively led the three of them to the chained 
dragons. Her students followed in drowsy and unwilling 
obedience . 

"Alright," Valka ordered, "let's get started. The first thing to do 
when gaining a dragon's trust is to lower yourself anda€ | " 

"We already know how to train the dragons!" Astrid argued. "You don't 
have to show us ! " 

She brushed past Valka and held her hand up to a Nadder. "Easy boy," 
Astrid soothed. "It's okay." 


She inched her hand closer, smiling. 



The dragon nipped at her, teeth sharp, and Astrid pulled her hand 
back . 


Hiccup ran to her. "You okay?" He rubbed her shoulder and Astrid 
shoved it away. 

"I'm fine! These guys are just a hard crowd, that's all." 

Valka's soft voice turned Astrid' s head. To her and the boys' 
surprise, Valka was stroking the Nadder's snout. The dragon nudged 
Valka's body, playing. Valka scratched under the chin and unlocked 
the chain which held the dragon. "Be free, dragon. Don't come 
back . " 

Valka stepped back and the Nadder, in one flap, soared up to the 
sky . 

When Valka turned her head, there stood Hiccup, Astrid, and Snotlout, 
mouths agape and eyes disbelieving. 

"H-h-how did you do that?" Snotlout stuttered. 

Valka smiled. "I've been training dragons longer than you. I've 
probably met species that you don't even know about." 

This piqued Astrid' s suspicion in a deadly way. Every time someone 
came around Berk asking questions or revealing something new, it 
almost always ended badly. She stomped forward, looking Valka dead in 
the eye with an unfathomably deadly glare. 

"That's it! Who are you?" she hissed. "And what do you want?" 

Valka shrugged, unhindered by Astrid' s look. "I just want these 
dragons to be free." She smiled and tried to laugh. "Don't worry, I'm 
not going to start an invasion on your island. I'm trying to prevent 
that. Now hurry. We have to get these dragons freed by 
sunrise . " 

Snotlout blindly went forward. "Okay, I'm coming. You think I could 
do this in my sleep? Please tell me I cana€ | " 

Astrid huffed and followed Valka, but not before grabbing Hiccup's 
vest. "Look, Hiccup. Even if she's telling the truth and she's trying 
to free the dragonsa€ | " 

"Astrid!" Hiccup snapped, softly. "You don't know her. I do. If 
there's one thing she's shown me over the last two days, it's that we 
can trust her. But, it's not just that. I-I feel like I should know 
her . " 

"Well, she might be as good as training dragons as you, buta€ | " 

"No, it's not that. I think she wasa€ | I don't know but she looks 
familiar. And she keeps looking at me like she knows me 
too. " 

"Doesn't that alone tell us that there's something off about 
her? " 



Hiccup crossed his eyebrows, angry. "Astrid, I know you don't like 
rush into trusting people, but I know that Valka is someone we can 
trust. Even if she's a little peculiar, I can't help but feel that 
there's something more I should know." 

Astrid sighed. "Alright. I'll go along with this for now. But if she 
does one thing to double-cross us, that's it!" 

Hiccup nodded. "Okay." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stoick rolled over again, begging sleep to come to 
him . <p> 

Spitelout was snoring unmercifully, like a Monstrous Nightmare 
roaring with something stuck in its throat. Gobber moaned and 
grumbled through snorts. 

"No, no Mother," Gobber hummed. "The goat's mine. Don't cook it for 
Snoggletog! Noa€ | that ' s my favorite axe, Bertha!" 

Stoick growled. "How in the name ofa€ | How did Spitelout get to 
sleep?" He leapt up, ready to desert these two on the small, 
abandoned island they found. He walked to Thornado and shook him. 
"Thornado, get up!" 

The Thunderdrum half opened his eyes. Then he covered his head with 
his blue wing and turned away. 

Stoick would've kicked the beast, angry, but he didn't. He almost 
heard Hiccup telling him no. He heard the distraught, loving cry of 
his son. 

"_Dad, no! Don't! Don't kick him! Please don't! 

Stoick set his foot down. Hiccup would never kick or abuse any 
dragon. It was the imaginary cry alone that stopped Stoick from 
hurting Thornado. 

He rubbed his forehead, looking over the ocean. 

"Hiccupa€|" he whispered, not knowing why he said it. 

The fight replayed again and again in his mind. Why did he say what 
he said? 

"_You were always going to be chief!" _ 

"_Oh, please! Like everyone knew that was what you thought! Like 
everyone knew that I would be chief if I didn't have Toothless. As if 
no one thought that Snotlout would make the better chief !"_ 

"_Well, maybe he would! 

Stoick couldn't believe he said that, even as the words came out of 
his own mouth. 


Every single time Stoick smiled at Hiccup proudly, told him he was 
proud of him, and accepted congratulations when villagers admired his 



son's actions all evaporated into thin air. That's what it felt like. 
He felt like he had trashed every fatherly thing he accomplished 
since the Green Death. He swore the instant he found Hiccup wrapped 
in Toothless's wings that he'd be a better father, for Valhallarama ' s 
sake, but he had failed miserably. 

He didn't even think to stop Hiccup when he stormed out of the house. 
He just yelled at him. Then Hiccup mentioned Valhallarama, Stoick got 
angrier, and Stoick didn't even think to even look for him! He just 
let him run off! Wouldn't the model father look? 

He leaned against a tree, cursing at himself. "I'll find you. Hiccup. 
I swear . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Stormf ly ! " Astrid rejoiced when she found her beautiful dragon. 
She hugged her neck and Stormfly roared happily in 
response . <p> 

"Hookfang!" Snotlout shouted. He ran to his dragon and leapt onto his 
jaw . 

Hookfang, in an uproarious cry of delight, flipped his master up into 
the air and caught him againa€ | in the mouth. 

The muffled voice of Snotlout shouted. "How did I know you'd do 
that ? " 

Hiccup, watching from a distance, laughed. "Nothing like reuniting 
with your dragon, right bud?" 

Toothless gurgled, _Nothing at alla€|but flying. _ 

Hiccup didn't hear this joke. Still, he hugged Toothless 
affectionately. "I'm never going to abandon you, bud. I'll always 
come back for you." 

Toothless just smiled. 

Tearing himself from the beautiful moment. Hiccup noticed Valka 
playing with a Terrible Terror, still chained. Apparently, she was 
trying to calm him down. 

She cooed and laughed, almost like she was playing with a baby. 

Hiccup chuckled as she crossed her eyes. The dragon hooted in a 
dragon laugh. 

Hiccup rushed over and knelt beside her. "So, if you cross your eyes 
the dragon thinks it's funny?" Hiccup asked, his eyes glowing with 
hungry anticipation. 

"Don't believe it?" Valka looked into a Terrible Terror's eyes and 
again crossed her own. 

The Terror made a laughing noise, rolling over like had a tummy ache. 
He did a little dance later, clawing at Valka, like a little child 
begging for more stories. 

"Now you, " Valka invited. 



"Oh, I uha€ i " Hiccup started. "Oh, why not?" He crossed his eyes. Not 
a second later, the Terror leapt up onto Hiccup's chest, licking his 
face . 

Hiccup laughed at this spectacle. He watched as Valka took the keys 
she stole from Drago and freed the Terrible Terror. But before 
leaving, the dragon curled itself around Valka' s neck, licked her 
chin, and screamed. He repeated the same adieu to Hiccup and then 
flew off. 

"That was amazing. Really amazing." Hiccup smiled as he watched the 
tiny thing disappear into the sky. 

Hiccup looked around him. The majority of the dragons had been freed, 
mostly by Astrid and Snotlout. 

Valka had given each of her assistants spare keys she pick pocketed 
from the guards so the liberation of dragons could occur faster. But 
Hiccup, in his eagerness and curiosity, abandoned his job almost 
immediately and watched Valka work. 

It was astounding. She knew each dragon so well and bonded with it 
like they were old friends, when really, they just met. There was 
something special about this woman; Hiccup knew it. 

But, Valka seemed distant from the work she was doing. She fidgeted 
and looked at the dragons flying to the sky. "Hiccup, I need to ask a 
favor . " 

Hiccup stopped tickling the other Terrible Terror and focused on 
Valka. "What is it?" 

"I need a ride home from one of you. Preferably you. Toothless is the 
fastest dragon." 

Astrid joined the conversation unexpectedly and suddenly. "Where's 
home? " 

Valka looked to Astrid and then locked her gaze on the ground. "It's 
North of here . " 

Hiccup let the Terror fly away. "I thought you lived here." 

She turned to Hiccup. "I don't. I've been freeing dragons for years 
now. When I figured out it was Drago and Eret trapping them, I went 
undercover and started freeing them. But now that these many are 
free, he's going to know it ' s me . I need to get away from here, where 
he won't reach me." 

Hiccup placed his hand on her shoulder. "We'll give you a ride home. 
You helped me. I'll help you." 

Valka smiled, her face masking an emotion, but neither Hiccup nor 
Valka knew which one. "Thank you." 

Soon, Valka and Hiccup dispersed to free the last ten dragons. Astrid 
grabbed Hiccup's vest and pulled him to her as a Timber jack freed by 
Hiccup flew away. 



"You were right." Astrid smiled. 

"About what?" Hiccup asked, smiling. 

Astrid tugged at his braid, the one she convinced himaCiwell dared 
him toa€ | keep in his hair for a month. "About Valka. You were really 
sweet back there, promising her we'd take her home." 

Hiccup smiled and wrapped his arms around her waist. "Thank you 
milady . " 

Astrid pecked him on the cheek, stared into his eyes, those big, 
beautiful, emerald eyes, and then she slapped him. "Don't think that 
we're done talking about you running away. I'm still going to give 
you a piece of my mind." 

Hiccup smirked. "Astrid Hofferson, I ' d be worried if you 
didn't." 

Unknown to both of them, Valka listened in, though she was several 
feet away. She watched the boy kiss the girl and remembered. She 
fingered the shell she kept in her pocket and cried. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>The last dragon flew away in freedom. <p> 

"I can't believe we didn't get caught," Valka commented. 

Snotlout blankly stared at the woman. "Oh, so I did this not knowing 
that I could be in jail by now?" 

Hiccup crossed his arms. "Well, we didn't get caught, did 
we?" 


Snotlout huffed. "No, I guess not. Come on, let's go home." 

"I have to give Valka a ride home," Hiccup protested. 

Astrid placed her hands on her hips. "We're coming with you." 

"No!" Valka almost shouted. "That can't happen!" 

"Why not?" Astrid snapped as she climbed on top of Stormfly. 

Valka rubbed her arms. "I can't let anyone but Hiccup into home. Only 
one dragon can come at a time." 

Astrid' s expression mirrored her own puzzlement. "What does that 
mean? " 

"It means that it would be wise if you listened to me!" Valka 
snapped. "Only Hiccup can enter. It's best for all of us." 

"That doesn't make any sense!" Astrid shouted. "Why?" 

"Astrid," Hiccup warned. "I'll just bring her home and I'll come back 
to Berk. She was right this far and hasn't lied. I trust her." 


Valka stared at Hiccup, surprised. 



But Astrid wasn't done yet. She asked Valka, "Why is it only Hiccup 
that needs to come?" 

"Oh drop it already!" Snotlout exclaimed. "Lady, you want Hiccup 
alone, you've got him! Astrid, come on! We don't know how long until 
whoever 's chasing these two comes so let's not waste time arguing! We 
need to tell the others that we found him anyway, even his 
dad . " 

Hiccup dared, almost against his will, to grab his Astrid' s hand. 
"Astrid, I will come back to Berk. I promise." 

Astrid' s glare dared him to break it, promising horrible consequences 
if he didn't. "You better." 

With no other words, Astrid mounted Stormfly and flew with Snotlout 
back to Berk. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Drago watched the dragons and their riders flee, physically 
holding back his infuriated son with his hand.<p> 

Eret pulled at his father's hand which wrapped around his arm. He 
hissed, "Why are you letting Valka and the dragon trainer free the 
dragons? You know how long it took me to catch those?" 

"Hush boy!" Drago growled. "You do not know what other dragons lurk 
in these parts. They are beyond anything you can imagine, and Valka 
is the key to getting them. Be patient boy, and just trust your 
father ' s plan . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The wind hissed past Hiccup's face as he flew north. Snow had 
made its appearance and it decided to announce itself by hammering 
into Hiccup's face, making him think icicles were forming on his 
nose. Toothless roared in disgust and frustration; he was never fond 
of snow and ice flying into him.<p> 

"Are you sure we're going the right way?" Hiccup shouted to Valka, 
who clutched him from behind. 

"Positive. Keep flying!" 

Hiccup peered forward, sighed in unwilling acceptance, and kept 
flying . 

Hiccup didn't know how long they had been flying. It seemed like 
hours, but, sooner than he expected, a huge mountain 
appeared . 

"There. That's home." 

Hiccup gasped in surprise. "There's a village in that 
mountain? " 

"No," Valka admitted. "I live alone." 



"Why?" Hiccup shouted, surprised and fighting over the wind. 
"Just fly into the cave. Drop down. The entrance is below 


Hiccup sighed, suspiciously agreeing. "Alright." 

Toothless roared and angled down. They flipped and rose and dove 
through various tunnels, following Valka's hasty directions. 

"Left, right, right, lefta€ ! straigt , right, right, left." 

Finally, they landed in an open space which, with great imagination, 
could be considered the main room. Hiccup scanned the room while 
Valka leapt off Toothless. 

"I'm home!" she called. 

"I thought you liveda€|" Hiccup started, but a harsh cry interrupted 
him . 

It took only five seconds for the room to flood with dragons. They 
came from the roof, the walls, the entrance, everywhere it seemed. 
Valka beamed and threw herself onto a large dragon which Hiccup never 
seen before. Little dragons leapt up to her, tugged her braids, and 
ticked her neck. 

Valka laughed, spinning around, and landed on a few large dragons 
leaned down just to catch her. 

"Unbelievable, " Hiccup commented. That was the only word he could 
think of. All of the dragons surrounding him, it seemed almost 
impossible to be able to bond with all of them. Yet, Valka did 
it ! 

She chuckled. "I know. I thought it was unbelievable at one point 
too." She kissed a few dragons on the head and they soon 
dispersed . 

Hiccup put his right foot on the ground, trying to unhook his 
prosthetic from the tail control. Toothless, caught up in the moment 
of seeing more dragons, ran after thema€ | before Hiccup had released 
his fake foot. 


"Bud!" Hiccup shouted. 

Hiccup wriggled the foot and the stirrup, trying to release it. He 
distinctly heard Valka laughing hysterically behind him, even if she 
would deny it later. Hiccup, at last, landed on the cave ground with 
a thud. Toothless disappeared into the cave. 

Valka, recovering from giggles, leaned down to him. "You okay?" 

"Oh yeah. I've fallen off his back more than once." 


Valka reached her hand to him. "Come on. I want to show you a few 
things." She raced to the tunnel where Toothless and his dragon 
brothers flew. 


"Valka! Wait!" Hiccup shouted. "Why did you want just me here? Astrid 



and Snot lout could've come here. You wanted _me _for a reason. 

Why ? " 

Valka sighed and slowly turned around. "I wanted toa€|tell you 
something, in private. I guess now's the best time to tell 
you . " 

Hiccup instantly grew scared. "What?" 

Valka rubbed her cheek. Hiccup gasped when he realized that she was 
wiping away a tear. 

"Valkaa€ | " he started, frightened to continue. "What's going 
on?" 


"You werea€ | you were so smalla€|when Ia€|" Valka stuttered. She 
pressed her fingers against her head, as if trying to figure out the 
best way to form her words. "You werea€ | I wasa€ | I have no idea how to 
explain this ! " 

"What?" Hiccup asked. He watched the woman breathe hard and stare at 
him. There it was again. That nostalgic stare. It was the stare 
Hiccup knew too well, like Valka knew the deepest secret of his heart 
but refused to tell Hiccup that she did. It was like Valka knew 
something about Hiccup that even he didn't know, something that would 
change his life, and still refused to tell him. "Valka! What is 
it?" 


In saddened rage, Valka screamed. "Oh, see if you recognize this." 

She dug into her pocket and held before Hiccup a 
seashell . 

Instantly, memories flashed before Hiccup. They were memories long 
buried, ones that returned sadness to him. In his mind, one person 
smiled happily, a person he loved, but that person was gone. And that 
shell should've been gone too. 

He snatched it from her hand and inspected it. He stared at the cream 
color, the specks of black, and the, miraculously, perfect condition 
it was kept in. 

Trapped in his memory, almost reliving the day he found it. Hiccup 
asked, "Where did you get this?" 

Valka was about to answer, but Hiccup shook his head. Awakened 
sadness transformed into hurt anger. 

Hiccup yelled, "Where did you get this?" 

Valka calmly looked at him. "You gave it to me. Remember?" 

Hiccup almost dropped the shell, but saved it just in time. He shook 
his head. The thought of Valkaa€ i no ! 

He stared at her, wanting to believe her story. He longed to embrace 
her and share in love missed for more than a decade. But the anger in 
his soul fired up. How dare she! How dare she disappear! But, why 
now? Why did she reappear now? Now, of all the times she could have, 
why now? 



Valka sensed his furiousness. "HiccupaCi" 


"Don't call me that!" he screamed. Tears he tried to hide flew down 
his cheeks. He squeezed the shell so hard he thought he'd break it. 
"Why-Why did youa€ | where were you?" 

Valka breathed hard, overwhelmed, just like Hiccup. "You don't 
know? " 

"No!" Hiccup bellowed. "ValkaaC i Mom ! Where were you?" 

~k ~k ~k 


XpXst rong>HAVE A MERRY CHRISTMAS! GOD'S BLESSINGS IN THE NEW YEAR! 
MERRY<st rong> **CHRISTMAS! 

><strong> 


10. Chapter 10 

_The update you've all been waiting for! This chapter is where I 
start taking a few liberties in order to not fully copy the sequel, 
so if you notice anything different, please don't think I've 
neglected it. And the last scene is purely from my imagination, 
having nothing to do with any leaks given. Please 
read/review/en joy/criticize . Please, please review! _ 

Chapter 10 

Valka stared at her son, wanting to hold him, to tell him that she 
loved him, but how could she as long as he looked at her like that? 
The hurt, disappointment, and loss in his face couldn't be 
described . 

"Mom," he said again, almost painfully. "Where were you?" 

Valka didn't know what to say. Maybe the truth would be the best 
thing, though she knew her son would explode in anger. "I was here. I 
was freeing dragons." 

Hiccup nodded, strangely in the same way his dad did when he was 
angry. "Soa€|" he sniffled and brushed away a few tears. "You leave 
me behind to help dragons when I clearly needed you more!" He started 
pacing around, angry. "For thirteen years? You leave me for thirteen 
years ! ValkaaC | Ia€ | Ia€ ! " 

"HiccupaC | " 

"Stop talking!" Hiccup shouted. He sniffled again. "I 
just ... Ia€ i don ' t know how to react to this, Ia€|" Belatedly, he 
realized that was still holding the shell. He stared at it, letting 
the memory return. He sat on a rock, keeping his eyes on the shell. 

He smiled. "YouaCiyou kept this?" 

Valka nodded, loving her son's crooked smile. "I did. I always kept 

it . " 

Hiccup chuckled, fingering the shell. "I remember the day I found 
this. Dad came back from a search on Dragon Island. I was so excited 
to see him. What was I, three?" 



Valka nodded and sat by her son. "Yes, you were three." 


Hiccup laughed. "I was so excited to see Dad that I ran to him before 
the ship came by the dock, while he was still out at seaa€ i " 

"a€ | and you forgot to stop. You fell into the water and gave me a 
heart attack, " Valka finished. 

Hiccup never stopped smiling. "All I remember was sinking, opening my 
eyes and seeing this at the bottom of the sea. I swam, well, as best 
as I could, and grabbed it. Then I was hoisted up by Dad. You tore me 
from his arms and hugged me so tight I couldn't breathe. Then, I gave 
you the shell. What did I say exactly?" 

"You said that you were sorry you scared me. You thought the shell 
was so pretty that you wanted to give it to me." 

Hiccup softly caressed the ridged sides of the shell. He tried to 
hold back tears. "I had no idea that this meant that much to 
you . " 

Valka draped her arm across her son's shoulders, not knowing if she 
should. "It was from my son. Why wouldn't it be precious?" 

Hiccup kept smiling, looked to who he knew now as his mother. He 
couldn't believe it. This was his mother! It was the joy of seeing 
her that somehow buried all the doubts, worries, and loneliness of 
his childhood. 

Hiccup saw Valka in new eyes. She was his mom. 

"Come here," he said, wrapping his arms around her. 

Valka laughed, hugging her son just as tightly as when he almost 
drowned . 

"Mom," Hiccup sputtered, "Mom, I can't breathe." 

Valka laughed again. She released him from the embrace, grasped his 
face and kissed it. She then hugged his neck. "Oh, you're so big! 
You're so handsome!" 

Hiccup hugged her again, ignoring the choking hold his mother 
gave . 

Valka kissed his cheek again. She held his face and joyously cried, 
"I'm so proud of you! You trained a Night Fury!" 

Hiccup laughed. "Well, at least I know where the talent came from 
now! You-you trained countless dragons! I've never seen even half of 
them!" He leapt up, unable to contain his excitement. " You-Youa€ | Ha 
ha! I can't believe this! Mom! You ' rea€ | youa€ | Can you show 
me ? " 


Valka was thrilled at her son's excitement, but was still troubled. 
"But your f riendsaC | they said that you had to go back to Berk as 
quickly as possible. Your dada€ | " 

"I don't care!" Hiccup hugged her again. "I'm spending some time with 



my mother. Don't leave me again, and don't force me to leave 
you . " 

Valka hugged her son even tighter. "I won't Hiccup. I promise you I 
won't. Never again." 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"I don't believe it!" Hiccup exclaimed. He laughed excitedly and 
looked to his mother in admiration . <p> 

Mom had taken him deeper into the cave, and what awaited them was the 
most amazing thing Hiccup had ever seen. 

He kept rambling on. "There's so many dragons! They're all playing 
together anda€ i did you train them to do that?" 

"If you calm them I believe there's an inner playful child in every 
dragon . " 

Hiccup excitedly jumped up and down. "They're all happy, 
togethera€ | this space is so big! It's like a giant cave within a 
cave! And you have an opening so you can get light ina€|well, right 
now it's snow but these guys have internal heating systems. At least 
it stopped snowing." 

Valka laughed. "I'm glad you like it." 

"Like it? Mom, this is the coolest thing I've ever seen in my 
life!" 

The only thing Hiccup neglected to notice was that all of his 
mother's dragons were staring at him with utter surprise 
anda€ | mocking disbelief. 

Valka knew it though. When her son stopped to breathe, she put her 
arm around him and announced, "He's my only young. And he likes 
dragons . " 

To Hiccup's amazement, the dragons smiled, like they understood what 
she said. What stunned him more was that it seemed his mom talked to 
the dragons like she would another human being. Was her connection 
that strong? 

It seemed to be. Valka immediately knelt down to some Terrible 
Terrors and looked back to Hiccup with an evil gleam in her eye. She 
made her fist look like a jaw and pretended to bite them with it. 

Then she swung her arm around to Hiccup. 

"What are youa€|?" 

Every single Terrible Terror leapt past his mother and onto him. 

"Oh no!" he cried. He fell to the floor. The Terrors all nipped at 
his chest and tummy. Hiccup tried not to laugh, but couldn't help it. 
It tickled. He chuckled as the dragons licked and bit him 
unmercifully. "Stop it!" he demanded, knowing that they wouldn't. 
"Stop it! Stop it!" 

Suddenly, he felt another feeling that wasn't dragon teeth. Another 



thing, more nimble, was tickling him. 


"Mom ! " 

She started laughing and continued her attack. Hiccup threw the 
dragons off of him, slapping at his mother's hands. 

"You're still ticklish?" she asked. "Terrors! Get him!" 

Toothless saw this fun from across the floor and bounded over. Overly 
excited, literally jumping up and down, he licked his rider's face 
and nipped at his chest. 

Hiccup screamed. He was laughing too hard to tell them to stop. He 
kicked his legs and slapped away his mother's hands. She decided to 
stop after that and sat down not far away, but she still laughed. But 
Toothless still wasn't done. 

He licked and bit his rider until he jumped up in annoyed rage. 
"Toothless, stop!" he demanded, though still smiling. 

Toothless just laughed and flew away. 

Hiccup turned to Valka. "I blame you for that." 

She beamed. "Fine. I'll take it." 

Hiccup laughed once more and sat by his mom, watching the dragons 
play. Toothless had found a rather annoying batch of little dragons 
Hiccup had never seen before. They leapt on top of him. Toothless 
roared in defense and tried to shake them off his body. 

Hiccup laughed. "Yes, avenge me small dragons!" 

As his mother laughed. Hiccup looked to her. He had accepted that she 
was his mother, but there were still so many unanswered 
questions . 

"Mom?" he started, not knowing any other way. 

"What is it?" her tone held some sadness. Both of them knew that the 
next conversation would not be an easy one to get 
through . 

"Whya€ | Whya€ | .Why-when did you know it was me? When you guys 
kidnapped me? When did you know I was your son?" Relief washed 
through Hiccup. He couldn't ask why she left. Not yet. They had too 
much fun together. They couldn ' ta€ i he couldn't demand that of her 
now . 

"I knew that you were my son when you were born. You made birthing 
hurt too . " 

"Mom, " he slurred. "At least I see where I got my sense of humor 
from. But, when did you know it was me?" 

"Well, let's see. Uh, I grabbed you, held the knife against your 
throat and said to be careful. Then Drago got you anda€ | I guess I 
knew it when you spoke. Your face was lighted a bit by the moonlight, 
and when I looked at you I saw your dad with my hair." 



Hiccup started and looked down to his body. "I don't look anything 
like Dad . " 

"You have his nose." She pinched it. "It's just like his." 

Hiccup shook himself out of her grasp. "Well, that's comforting, a 
bit . " 

He and his mom let silence linger for a few moments. 

Valka was about to talk, but Hiccup quickly said, "I like the stuffed 
dragon you made me!" He didn't want to get to the painful memory of 
her leaving him; at least not yet . 

Valka eyed her son, suspicious. "Stuffed dragon?" 

"Yeah, the one you made for me as a kid. Remember? I opened it, got 
really scared and threw it into the ocean? Dad told me that I 
wouldn't sleep for a week." 

Valka gasped, as if the memory suddenly rekindled. "I remember, but 
how did you find it after you threw it into the ocean?" 

"A fisherman fished it up. It eventually came back to me. I'm glad it 
did. I didn't have much to remember you by." 

Valka sucked in her lips and breathed deeply. Tears threatened to 
escape, but she didn't let them. "I know. I know son. I'm 
sorry . " 

Hiccup didn't want to talk about this, but decided that this was the 
perfect way to ease into it. "You're sorry you left me?" 

Valka nodded, blinking to hide her tears. "I'm so sorry that I 
couldn't be there. I'm sorry that you didn't have a mother when other 
kids did. Was it bad? Your childhood?" 

Hiccup felt blank for a moment, wondering how he would answer that. 
For a moment, he was happy that she said she _couldn't_ be there for 
him, not _wouldn't_. She didn't leave without an extremely good 
reason. To answer her question, he shrugged. "A few of the kids 
teased me or just left me alone. I was accident prone as a kid. I lit 
a building or two on fire by accident. Since I couldn't lift an axe 
or a sword or throw a bola people thought I was useless. Even told me 
so; Hiccup the Useless they called me. Toothless was my first 
friend . " 

Valka opened up her mouth to speak, but Hiccup kept talking. 

"That's why I don't want to be chief. Dad's been pressuring me 
lately, but I don't want it. How can I serve people, lead them, when 
all they've done for most of my life was doubt me? They only trust me 
and look up to me because of Toothless. What happens if Toothless is 
gone? Only a chief with muscles and height can lead. I've got neither 
of those things. The only reason anyone wants me to be chief was 
because I tamed a Night Fury. They don't see anything else in me. But 
they still expect me to do it, because I'm the chief's son, as if I 
had any control of which family I was brought into! They expect me to 
be just like Dad, to be this big strong chief, but how can I when all 



they've ever done is hate me, doubt me, and tell me over and over 
again that I can't do it? Like I said, the one thing I've got to be 
worthy of the chieftain is Toothless, nothing else." 

Valka listened to her son's speech, hating what he was saying. This 
wasn't her son. Hiccup's description of himself was wrong. The things 
Hiccup saw, she didn't see. She saw a handsome, brave, loving, 
compassionate, even-minded man; she had seen it during these last few 
days. Her son was not Hiccup the Useless. If she had been there, 
maybe she could've been a different voice, the voice that told Hiccup 
over and over again that he was worth something, able to lead and do 
whatever he wanted to do. But she wasn't there, and he never heard 
that voice in his early years. 

His mother hugged him. "I'm sorry. I'm sorry I couldn't be 
there . " 

"Why did you leave?" Hiccup asked, still in his mother's arms. He 
hated the words the minute they came out . 

She let him go abruptly, afraid. She hated that question as much as 
he did. Unable to look into his eyes, she said, "Ia€| Hiccup, Ia€|your 
Dad didn't tell you?" 

"Tell me what?" Hiccup asked, the fear growing in his 
stomach . 

"ThataC ! " 

"No!" Hiccup shouted. "No! No, don't tell me. I don't want to 
know . " 

When he saw his mother's confused face. Hiccup knelt beside her and 
looked up into her eyes. "I forgive you for leaving me, no matter 
what the reason was. I just want to start over and put the last 
twenty years behind me. I want you to, too. Just forget about it. 

Just let us start over. Please. Please. I don't want to know why you 
left, just forget about it." The phrase _I don't want to know why you 
left, _was a blunt lie and Hiccup knew it. He wanted more than 
anything to know just why he didn't have a mom for thirteen years. He 
was just too scared. He was terrified of knowing, so he made that 
speech . 

Whether or not his mom believed him, she didn't show it, she just 
nodded. "Okay. Let's put it all behind and move on." 

Hiccup was beyond relieved she understood. Then, an idea hit him. It 
was such a great idea that he immediately smiled and imagined all the 
wonderful things that could happen, that would be fixed. Mom would be 
safe and they could all be together! In a wave of exhilaration. 

Hiccup said, "Come home with me. Come back to Berk." 

Valka gasped and backed away. "What?" 

Hiccup grabbed her hands. "Don't worry. It'll be great! You can come 
home with me, meet Dad and all of your old friends! You can come back 
for your dragons. Please Mom! Please come home!" 


Valka breathed hard and shook, but Hiccup didn't notice. "Your Dad, I 
mean I left, why would he want to see me? Will he be happy to see 



me? " 


"Of course he will!" Hiccup urged. "He's been so depressed since you 
left. We thought you died, he'll be thrilled to know you're still 
alive ! " 

Valka gaped. "You thought I died?" 

"When you didn't come back that's what we thought. But, please Mom! 
Dad misses you! Come on, he even gave me your breast hat! He loves 
you and wants you back!" 

Valka missed the last sentence. "He gave you my what?" 

"Your breast hat." Hiccup replied. "Oh! No, that's just what I call 
it. He, uh, he converted your breasta€|uh, chest armor into 
hats . " 

There was a moment of complete, stunned silence. Then, Valka burst 
out laughing. She collapsed onto the ground and laughed even 
harder . 

Hiccup nervously laughed with her. "Well, this obviously means that 
you're in a good mood, so will you come?" 

Valka 's attitude soured, even though she was still laughing. "Come 
back with you?" She stopped laughing and sat up. "Honey, I don't 
know, Ia€ i " 

"Dad's been dying every day since we thought you died. He misses you 
more than I can say. Mom, come back. If not for Dad, then do it for 
me . Please . " 

Valka couldn't resist him. The pleading look in those adorable green 
eyes was too much for her to bear. "Alright Hiccup. Alright, let me 
find a dragon to ride and I'll go back with you." 

Hiccup cheered, threw up his arms, and hugged his mom. "Oh thanks 
Mom! You won't regret this, I promise!" 

Valka hugged her son back. She was afraid, but gods forbid that she 
show it. "Okay. Now, get into bed. We'll start once it's light 
out . " 

"Get to bed?" Hiccup asked, surprised. "Aw, can't I stay up for five 
more minutes?" 

"No . " 

"Four more minutes?" 

"No. " 

"Three more minutes?" 

Valka laughed. "Go on. Hurry, or I'll spank you." 

Hiccup mocked fear and raced away, treasuring the sound of his mother 
laughing behind him. "Toothless!" he called. "Are you ready to quit 
yet ? " 



Out of the darkness stomped a Night Fury on his hind legs. His 
expression proclaimed boredom as the small dragons clung to him, 
somehow using him as a rest stop. Each one was fast asleep. 

Hiccup couldn't help but giggle. "Oh, you don't want to be a 
mommy? " 

Toothless growled. _I am not amused by this Hiccup the Dragon 
Trainer ._ 

The only sympathy Toothless got from Hiccup was uncontrollable 
laughter . 

Through his laughs. Hiccup called to Valka. "Mom! Mom, help me get 
these things off him." 

_Mom? _Toothless cried. _That ' s your mother? No wonder your scents 
smelled the same! Oh, I'm awesome !_ 

Soon, all the small dragons were pulled off of Toothless and were 
resting with other sleeping dragons. And in fifteen minutes. Hiccup 
was curled up against Toothless, in the same position as when 
escaping the Green Death's explosion, and Toothless's wings draped 
over him. It only took a few seconds for Hiccup to fall fast 
asleep . 

Valka smiled at this scene. Unable to stop herself, she knelt down to 
her son's partially showing head and kissed it. "I love 
you . " 

Toothless gurgled and smiled at Valka. When she stroked Toothless's 
snout, she asked, "Promise me that you'll take care of him, even when 
I ' m not there . " 

Toothless smiled wider. __Mother of Hiccup, I've never stopped. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It was noon when Stoick, Gobber, and Spitelout landed back on 
Berk. They had covered most of the area East of them and had 
concluded that Hiccup was nowhere in that direction. Besides, they 
needed to regroup and decide what to do about the strange discovery 
they made . <p> 

Spitelout collapsed off of Valor right after they landed. "I've never 
thought dragon riding could be so exhausting." 

Valor grunted and smacked his rider with the soft side of his wing, 
lest he slice his rider in half. _You think you're tire? I carried 
you ._ 

Stoick and Gobber dismounted with little difficulty. While Spitelout 
retreated for ale, the two lead Valor, Thornado, and Belt Buckle to 
the stables a short distance away from the Dragon Academy. Some 
villagers conversed just a short distance away. 

"We'll have to call a meeting in the Great Hall," Stoick murmured, 
stating the obvious to hide the disappointment of not finding Hiccup. 
"We'll eat, get reports from the teens, and then assemble 



everyone . 

"Sure Stoick, " Gobber said. "Don't worry. We'll find the 
lad." 

Stoick sighed deeply. "What if something happened? What if he fell 
and he's hurt and can't ride Toothless? What ifa€|" 

"We'll find him," Gobber reassured. 

Stoick smiled, thanked his friend, and exited the stables. He climbed 
back up to the house, wanting nothing more than to gulp down a heavy 
serving of beer and slouch in his chair. He knew this was unlikely. 
Five minutes later, a helpless villager was bound to come racing into 
his house demanding satisfaction to whatever problem they had. It was 
the duty of a chief. But for the sake of his headache he pleaded for 
five seconds of quiet as he sat in his chair. 

One second later, a large bam hit the roof and fell behind the 
house . 

Stoick growled, "I swear if it's kids who stole the catapults 
againa€ i " 

He leapt up and was ready to storm out of the house, but two voices 
he recognized stopped him. 

They came from behind the house, muffled by the walls blocking 
them . 

"I can't fly very well! This dragon is new to me! Stop 
laughing . " 

That voice was so painfully familiar, Stoick stepped back as if he'd 
been struck. 

"Don't worry," said the new voice between laughs. "I'm sure this 
dragon likes you even if you crashed him into my house." 

Stoick 's heart jumped for joy. That was Hiccup. The second voice was 
Hiccup ! 

Forgetting the other voice and all caution, just relieved that his 
only child was alive and alright, he raced outside, almost tearing 
off the back door. 

"Hiccup!" he cried joyfully. But the one standing next to Hiccup 
stole Stoick' s attention. 

It was her. Granted, she had changed a bit but it was her! 

Words ran dry for Stoick. Howa€ | what could he say? The woman stood 
stalk still, apparently frozen in time by seeing him as well. 
Everything around them, save a bird chirping, was dead 
silent . 

Hiccup waltzed his way between his parents, exchanging glances 
between the two of them. Awkwardly, being the only one not frozen, he 
cleared his throat and said, "Dad, this is Mom. Mom, this is 
Dad. " 



"We know," Mom said. She took a deep breath and rubbed her bare arms. 
"H-hello Stoick." 

He curtly nodded. "Valhallarama . " He rocked back and forth on his 
feet. "Have you lost weight?" 

"Okay, " Hiccup chided. "That was awkward for everyone. Dad. Uh, hey I 
know. Why don't you two go inside like long lost loversa€ | I just made 
this more awkward. Uh go inside and talk things over. Please." He 
ushered his parents inside, and to his surprise they didn't 
retaliate. "That's it. Have fun. Oh, I just made it worse!" He slowly 
backed out of the house. "I'm just going to leave, clear up a few 
things, let Astrid use me as a punching baga€|yeah, I'm going now. 

Bye 

He slammed the door, leaving his parents alone in the house. 

Stoick sighed, amused by his son's ranting. He didn't realize that he 
didn't even say hello to his son; he was so focused on his wife, but 
he supposed that it was only natural. 

When he turned his head, he found her brushing her fingers across the 
furniture, like she was reliving their early years as a couple 
together. He couldn't deny her beauty, one of the reasons he fell in 
love with her. 

Stoick awkwardly clapped his hands. "Well, I hope you like the 
place . " 

She smiled a bit. "Yes, all the old memories here. Is Hiccup 
gone? " 

Stoick glanced outside. "Yes, he flew away on Toothless." 

"Good. I didn't want him to see me do this." 

She slapped him. Hard. 

Stoick cried out in pain and looked to his wife. The timid, scared 
woman he had met moments ago had morphed into an angry beast. He 
briefly remembered her as the only one who could match him in 
temper . 

"Vala€ | " 

"Stop talking Stoick!" she cried. "You don't have the right to talk 
to me! " 

"Why are you so mad?" 

Valka looked dumbfounded for a moment, then she started laughing. 
"Don't tell me you've forgotten. If I never forgot, then you 
certainly couldn't have!" 

"I know you're upseta€ | " 

"Upset!" she yelled. "Upset is not a strong enough word, Stoick! I'm 
infuriated ! " 



"Why? Just tell me what's wrong!" 

Valka brought her hands up to her hair. She pulled at the whitening 
strands, her anger seething out of her teeth. "You didn't tell him! 
You didn't tell him why I had to leave!" 

Stoick gaped. "That's what this is about? That I couldn't tell my son 
the real reason why you left? I was trying to protect him!" 

"Good! At least you had that much decency! Protect my son from the 
man who told me he never wanted to see me again!" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Boring legal stuff : <strong> 

**If by any chance there is anything in this story that is exactly 
like the movie, I only have the information given to us by the 
trailer and other information posted on Berksgrapevine . Any other 
similarities are by pure coincidence. ** 


1 1 . Chapter 1 1 

_HAPPY NEW YEAR EVERYBODY! _ 

**AN: **_I was going to update tomorrow, my 1st year anniversary on 
this site, but once I finish a chapter, I HAVE to upload it. And for 
those of you who have been faithfully following the details leaked on 
Berksgrapevine (again, thank you guys), please keep in mind that I've 
decided to omit some things for copyright sake, so a few minor 
details will be missing. Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter ll<p> 

Stoick stared at his wife, hating and loving her all at once. Part of 
him wanted to kiss her and give her the happiness he promised. But 
the part of him that wanted to yell back in her face overpowered that 
romantic yearning. 

She continued her tirade. "Good thing you want to protect him! He 
doesn't know the horrible thing you are!" 

"Val, will you just listen to me?" 

She laughed again, that mocking laugh, disciplining him like he was a 
child. "After you never listened to me?" 

"I was angry!" 

"I know very well you were angry! You made that part very 
clear ! " 

"Val, just let me tell youa€ i " 

"I'm not going to listen!" 


"Then just let me talk for more than three seconds!" 



Valka breathed hard, releasing her bottled anger. She shook her head. 
"No, no I can't deal with this now! I shouldn't have come back, not 
even for Hiccup!" 

"Well, why did you come back?" 

His wife shook her head. "I don't know!" 

A knock on the door interrupted their argument. 

Stoick could've sworn that he heard Valka hiss, "No, no one can see 
me!" But the intruder opened the door without an acknowledgement from 
Stoick . 

"Chief, the search parties have returned, " the woman said, but gasped 
and lost all train of thought when she saw who else was in the 
room . 

"Valhallarama ! " she shrieked. 

Defeated, the wife of the chief nodded. "Yes, Helga. It's me. I'm 
back . " 

Stoick couldn't believe the similarities between his wife and Hiccup 
at that instant. Their body posture was the same, even the look in 
their eyes was identical when dealing with tough situations. It was 
unbelievable . 

Helga squealed and ran to her. "Welcome back, honey!" She strangled 
Val in a true Viking embrace, one that would've broken Val ' s ribs if 
Helga squashed any harder. 

Val faked a smile and numbly hugged Helga. "Thank you, I 
guess . " 

Helga cried with delight and jumped up and down. "Have you seen your 
boy? Your little boy is so big! You have to see him! Oh no, wait! I 
am such a fool! Val, your-your son is uh, missing anda€ | " 

"I've seen him, Helga. He flew back with mea€ i " 

"He's returned!" she gasped. "And you've managed to train dragons or 
did Hiccup give you a ride?" 

"Yes, I trained some dragons." She shot a dirty look at her husband 
but Helga didn't notice. 

"Oh, wait 'till I tell everyone that you're back!" 

"No, Helga! Please no!" Valka cried, but the woman had already bolted 
out the door. 

"Everyone!" she shouted as she flew down the stairs. "Everyone the 
chief's wife has returned! She has returned!" 

Valka whimpered, massaged her face in agony. "No." 


Stoick, who had somehow been invisible during the whole ordeal, 
slowly moved to his wife. He inched his had up to her shoulders, but 



Valka shoved it away. 


"Don't touch me!" she roared. 

Stoick chose his words carefully, like he was stepping out of an 
active trap. "Why don't you want anyone to see you?" 

She erupted. "Oh, and have my life be broadcasted for everyone to 
see, no privacy, every movement of mine watched! Of course I want 
them to see me! Thanks, you're so considerate to help me stop 
her ! " 

"Vala€ | " 

"No!" she cried as she left. "I'm going! Good-bye." She just about 
left, but before she did, she turned around. "And you better tell 
your son just why his mother wasn't allowed to be here!" 

She slammed the door, shaking the house. 

Stoick sighed deeply. He leaned back into his chair and prepared for 
the wave of villagers expecting to meet his wife. 

This day was far from over. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Exactly how many dragons are you talking about?" Fishlegs 
asked . <p> 

Hiccup waved his hands excitedly. "Fishlegs, if you walked into that 
cave, you'd hyperventilate!" 

Of course, Fishlegs actually began to. "I can't believe it! There was 
that many?" 

Fishlegs 's search team had returned around dawn. Mrs. Hofferson had 
been waiting for them at the Great Hall and reported that Astrid and 
Snotlout had found Hiccup, but were asleep, catching up on 
much-needed rest. After hearing the whole story, they had returned to 
the Academy to feed their dragons, expecting Hiccup to return. A few 
hours later, he did. Of course, the three of them drilled Hiccup with 
questions, and when Hiccup mentioned the dragons, Fishlegs was 
elated. It only took a new record of a half second for them to be 
completely ignorant to their surroundings. 

Across the arena but close enough to hear the conversation, Ruffnut 
and Tuffnut drearily watched the dragon geeks freak out. 

"I hate it when this happens," Tuffnut groaned, his eyes half-closed 
in boredom. 

Ruffnut rolled her eyes. "I know. Completely insane." But seeing 
Fishlegs excited somehow made her giggle. 

Oblivious to their comment, Fishlegs continued, "So, these dragons 
attached themselves to Toothless? Could it be that they saw him as a 
mother figure?" 

"That's what I thought, but Mom didn't confirm my theory." 



"Mom?" Fishlegs exclaimed. 


"Mom?" the twins yelled, Tuffnut miraculously waking up. 

Hiccup winced, hating that he let that slip; Mom wanted it to be kept 
a secret. "Yeah, see the lady who helped us free the dragons was, or 
is, in fact, Valhallarama, my mother." 

"I thought she was dead!" Tuffnut shouted as he came beside Hiccup, 
Ruffnut right behind him. 

"That's what everyone thought, but she was alive and she's been 
freeing dragons from traps ! " Hiccup looked at each of the dumbfounded 
expressions surrounding him. "Isn't that great?" 

Ruffnut kept her expression blank. "You're telling me that your mom 
spent the last decade with dragons and not with you? Isn't that a bit 
strange?" 

"Look, I know that you guys have questions. I did too. But I'm going 
to give her a fair chance, and I'd like it if my friends are behind 


"Hey," someone called from the arena's entrance. The four of them 
turned their heads to see Astrid and Snotlout. 

It was Astrid who called, and she continued. "I'd hate to tell you 
Hiccup, but everyone's talking about your mom." 

"I still can't believe it!" Snotlout grumbled. "I should've seen that 
you two were related. She was just as annoying as you!" 

Hiccup nodded. It was safer and wiser to remain silent after that 
comment. "Yup, I can't believe even I missed it." 

"So, why did she leave?" Fishlegs asked. 

"I don't know. I was seven, I thought she was going to explore 
islands . " 

"But she went to look for dragons instead?" Astrid asked. 

"Seems like it." 

"Are we sure that she didn't go away because of a secret lover?" 
Snotlout taunted. 

Hiccup's anger suddenly built up. "Did you just say that?" he 
demanded lethally, his eyes nearly on fire. 

Snotlout noticed this new gaze and took a half a step back. "I'm just 
saying thata€ | " 

"I know what you said," Hiccup growled. "But it better not have been 
what you meant. Get my drift?" 

Snotlout huffed, noticing the irony of a kid an inch shorter than him 
standing up to him. "You're right, it's not." 



"Good." Hiccup darted out of the arena with Toothless following him, 
knowing better than to not to; his master's stare alone pronounced 
death. Hiccup mounted Toothless and they flew away. 

In the sky. Hiccup whispered, "I don't think she did that, do you 
bud? No, she couldn't have. She loves me and Dad too much. Still, I 
just need to know bud. I need to know why she left me! 

Why ? " 

Toothless peered back at his rider and flew straight. He outstretched 
his wings and flapped them a little. Then he soared and cried out in 
enjoyment. _If he doesn't get my point. I'll throw him off my back 
myself, _Toothless thought. 

Hiccup grinned. "You want me to go flying with my wing suit, to clear 
my head, don't you?" 

Toothless gurgled a yes, satisfied with Hiccup's 
interpretation . 

Hiccup adjusted the tail setting and slid off his dragon. The next 
hour was devoted to flying, the one way it seemed that Hiccup could 
clear his head in his crazy, upside-down life. Here, he felt the wind 
whisk away his problems, the view below him give him the tranquility 
he needed, and the comfort of his best friend, who didn't seem to 
have much of an opinion on anything. 

Yes, here he was home. Truly home. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>After his escapade. Hiccup landed Toothless next to his house, 
not sure at all of what he'd find. With a sigh of relief, he smiled. 
"We missed the crowd. Good. I just want to talk to Mom and Dad." He 
halted in his steps, and then chuckled. "Bud, that's the first time I 
ever used those two names in the same sentence, like when we were all 
in the same house. I haven't said it in a long time. It feels 
good. "<p> 

Toothless smiled and nudged him forward. 

"Okay, okay. I'm going." 

As he walked forward, a flood of people unexpectedly rounded the 
house . 

"There he is!" they cried. 

Hiccup almost fell backwards in shock. At least twenty people flocked 
around him like vultures preying on a deserted kill. Toothless 
brushed up against Hiccup, bracing himself from the startling wave of 
people, and prepared to take action if Hiccup was hurt. 

Hiccup was attacked with ecstatic, thrilled sounding questions. 

"How are your parents getting along?" 

"Where was your mother?" 

"Why did she leave?" 



"Is she here to stay?" 


Hiccup held up his hands in a panicked frenzy. "Stop!" he pleaded. "I 
don't know anything!" 

"Alright! Leave the boy alone!" a familiar voice demanded. 

Gobber pushed himself through the crowd. "The boy's just as surprised 
as you are that Valhallarama ' s returned. For now, give him a little 
space. Let's go, nothing to see here, away!" 

The people slowly disappeared at Gobber 's command, soon leaving only 
Hiccup and Gobber, though it took time. 

"Thanks . " 

Gobber smirked and roughly squeezed Hiccup's shoulders. He led him up 
the stairs. "Your family's become quite the celebrities, not that you 
ever weren't and all, but your mum's return has put you in a new 
spotlight. I am officially your new officer of crowd 
control . " 

Hiccup looked to his feet. "Self-placed or did Dad tell you 
to?" 


"Both. " 

They had reached the top of the stairs now. Hiccup reached for the 
knob but Gobber grabbed his hand. 

"Listen, Hiccup. You need to know a few things before you go in 
there . " 

"Why? What's going on?" 

Gobber sighed. "Your mother's gone, she left." 

"Like left the island?" Hiccup near-shouted. "She wouldn't! She 
promised ! " 

"Calm down. We don't think she left Berk, they both just needed some 
space. Your parents have kept a few things to themselves over the few 
years. And I don't think this reunion was how any of you planned it 
to be. Your dad wants to talk to you." 

Hiccup suddenly stared at the door in a new fear. "About the reason 
Mom left?" 

Gobber sighed and rubbed his head. "I have no idea. But whatever your 
father's about to tell you, be patient with him. This isn't a great 
day for the Haddock family, and all the uncertainty is just as bad 
with your father. Understand?" 

Hiccup nodded. "I think I can enter the house by myself, 

Gobber . " 

"Alright lad." Gobber patted his nephew's shoulder; at least he was 
the closest thing he had to a nephew. With one last look of half 
pity, half encouragement, he tripped down the stairs with a startled 



scream, but stood up shakily and continued back to the forge. 
"Remember what I told you! And if any crowds come, scream." 

Hiccup half-smiled, but then again faced the closed door. 

Never before had he been so afraid to enter his own house. Well, 
except once, when his dad was mad at him. But he wasn't afraid of his 
dad; at least he didn't think so. He was scared of something. 
Something that he was certain he didn't want to know. 

He just about knocked on the door, but realized just in time that it 
was his house. Breathing deep, he pushed the heavy door open, not 
knowing what he'd find. 

Toothless brushed past him and curled up underneath the stairs, 
siding with Thornado, giving father and son some time alone. 

Stoick was sitting in the back of the house, staring at the floor. He 
twiddled his thumbs, knowing his son was just a few feet 
away . 

"Dad?" Hiccup squawked. He instantly hated the nervousness and sudden 
high-pitch of his voice. He cleared his throat, and tried again, 
almost unwillingly. "Dad, what's wrong?" 

Stoick sighed and stood up. "I don't know where to start." 

Hiccup suddenly got chills. "Just tell me. Please." 

Stoick sighed deeply again. He opened his mouth to speak, but no 
voice came out. It seemed his voice was robbed from him. He stuttered 
out, "S-sit down. J-just sit." 

Hiccup cautiously sat on the edge of the hearth and looked up to his 
dad. He was shaking with chills and fear. He sat quietly, waiting for 
his dad to speak. 

Time dragged on. Stoick lumbered to his chair and sat down, collapsed 
actually . 

Finally, Hiccup cracked. "Enough! Dad, just tell me! Spill it out! 
Please! " 

"I should've told you the minute her ship left, even before that!" 
Stoick lamented. "The week before she left, we had gotten into a 
fight . " 

"I remember," Hiccup hummed, trapped in a memory. "The week before, 
or some period of time, you guys weren't smiling or getting 
along . " 

"Do you remember our fight?" Stoick asked. 

"No . " 

"Oh, that's right. You were at Uncle Gobber's for the night." 

"What was the fight about?" 


That question was like a spear jammed into Stoick 's head. It hit him 



hard and it almost knocked him down. "To understand everything, you 
need to hear a story.' 

'When your mom and I were little, she had a rough childhood, like you 
did. She was heavier than you but still smaller than the rest of us. 
Our first day of dragon training, she fell flat on her face, but I 
rescued her from Gronckle fire. She was still scared. She quit dragon 
training and watched from up top. But she didn't watch us; well, she 
did at first, but then she started watching the dragons.' 

'Long story short, I fell in love with her, married her, and we had 
you. We were happy for six years; at least I thought we were. She'd 
sneak off sometimes at night, telling me that she wanted some alone 
time . " 

"Yeah, I remember. I asked her if she could take me along, but she 
said no." He giggled a touch. "She told me that 'Mommy needed other 
girls in her life.'" 

"Well, your mother wasn't with girls. She was with the dragons in the 
arena . " 

"That doesn't surprise me at all. You should've seen how many 
dragonsa€ | " 

"Son, you're forgetting that this was before we knew how to train 
them. " 

"Oh." Hiccup's dread suddenly returned. "What happened? Did you 
banish her?" 

"In a word, yes." Stoick huffed, sounding like he held back a cry. "I 
found out when I followed her to see what she was doing; I didn't 
suspect anything bad, I just wanted to check on hera€ | I think she had 
a bad day that day. I got there and she was petting a Zippleback. I 
stormed in, enraged, and I startled the dragon. He was angry at me, 
tried to kill her but I killed it first. Your mothera€ | I will never 
forget the expression on her face. Anger and sadness. I brought her 
back to the housea€ i very , very roughly. She-she told me I was hurting 
her but I didn't listen. Ia€|the right word is "threw" her into the 
house, she landed on the hearth, and I yelled at her. We argued for 
hours, until both of our voices were hoarse. And then I told her I 
never wanted to see her again." 

Hiccup shook. He glanced to his right, to the space next to the 
stairs, and could almost visualize the fight happening. He shook in 
anger. "Why did you do it? Why did you banish her? Why did you react 
like that?" 

Stoick looked to his son, thankful for no eye contact. "The same 
reason I disowned you after the Kill Ring incident with Toothless. I 
guess I saw everything I stood for be shattered to pieces, my life 
had no meaninga€ | " 

"You know, it could've been your wife and kid that had meaning," 
Hiccup snapped, then instantly regretting his words. "I'm so sorry. 
Dad. I didn't mean..." 

"I know son. Based on my behavior I think I deserved that." 



"I don't think so." Hiccup was about to cry, but held it back. "Did 
you miss her?" 

"Of course I did!" Stoick shouted. "I missed her the moment she left, 
but she needed space, I needed space so I thought that she'd be back 
soon . " 

"But she didn't come back!" 

Stoick looked up to his son, his eyes mourning. "We sent search 
parties out for her, you remember that. Everyone thought that she was 
just exploring other islands, not that I'd banished my own wife. We 
never found her." He breathed hard, and in a fit of rage, yelled, "I 
thought she had died! When she didn't come back, I thought she died. 

I thought I'd sent her to her death!" 

Hiccup sucked in his lips, pinching his hands, frantically staring 
anywhere other than his father. He didn't know what to say. He saw 
the sides of both, but he wanted to be mad at someone. He wanted to 
yell at one of his parents. He didn't know who was at blame. He was 
so angry at both of them. 

"Dad," Hiccup growled. He fought the tears wanting to escape. "You 
banished her for training dragons." It sounded accusing, but Hiccup 
had no idea what else to say. 

Stoick covered his face with his hands. "I haven't been the best 
father. There is no way that I can apologize for that." He shook his 
head. "I'm sorry." 

Hiccup nodded. "Dad, I justa€ i I don't blame you. Well, I do, buta€ i it 
doesn't matter anymore does it? I mean, hey you have your own dragon, 
right? You've changed, we've all changed!" 

"Your mother doesn't see that. She's still so angry with me. And 
based on how much I hurt her in that fight, I don't think that she'll 
ever forgive me." 

"Hurt her?" Hiccup gasped, standing up. "How hard did you throw her? 

I know, she landed on the hearth but how hard was the fall?" 

Stoick inhaled and sat down again. "Hard. Very hard." 

Hiccup whimpered and rubbed his face. "I can't believe this." His 
father, his own father, had abused his mother! Never had Stoick hurt 
him! Was that because he reminded his father of Mom? 

There was silence for a few moments. It was the most torturous 
silence either of the Haddock men endured. 

Stoick finally spoke again, after many failed times of trying. 
"Hiccup, I don't blame you at all if you want to leave." 

"I don't want to leave." Hiccup finally looked at his father again. 

"I don't want to leave you and I am not giving up on anything or 
anyone. I-I justa€ } I want to find Mom. Maybe if I'm here, you two can 
talk with some civility." 

"Son, I'm so sorry you had to be a part of this, 

"I'll come with you." 


Stoick sighed. 



"No, Dad. I better do this one myself. It'll be better if I go 
alone . " 

Soick nodded, his regret showing unashamedly on his face. 

"Alright . " 

"Come on Toothless, " Hiccup called. The Night Fury drowsily walked 
over while Hiccup muttered to himself. "There's no way that she'd 
leave the island, she promised me. Dad, do you know where she might 
be?" 

He shrugged. "No son. I don't even know my own wife." 

Hiccup sighed, pained at the grief wearing down his father. Not being 
able to bear the sight anymore, he left to look for his mother. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valhallaramaa€ | no, that was no longer her name. Valka had been 
her name since the moment she left Berk. Sure, her father. Old 
Wrinkly, and her husband, Stoick the Vast, had nicknamed her 
Valhalla, the resting place of great warriors, but that was all gone 
now . <p> 

She sat at the edge of the cliff, her new riding dragon laying down 
next to her. "How are you, Firebreath? Do you miss Grounddigger and 
Red? How about Might and Sickly Green? Come on, you miss 
them . " 


Firebreath, a monstrous orange dragon that was never named, 
half-opened his eyes and then closed them again, like saying that he 
didn't care. 

Valka giggled. "Alright, Firebreath you stubborn old thing. I'll let 
you rest . " 

"Mom!" her son shouted from above her. 


Valka looked up and saw as the Night Fury landed on a hill. Hiccup 
ran to her, smiling, like he was relieved to see her. 

She smiled at her kid, somehow unsurprised. "How did you find 
me?" 


"It wasn't easy," Hiccup growled. 

He sat beside his mom. "I knew you didn't leave the island because 
you promised me you wouldn't leave, so I asked Dad where you might 
be, but he was too depressed to answer me. So I started searching 
town, but about halfway down the steps of my house I realized that 
you wouldn't be there; crowd control and all. So then I thought to 
search the whole island for you, but since you remained hidden for 
thirteen years I had no idea how well hidden you'd be. So I decided 
that I'd talk to some of your friends to see where you might be. I 
went to Astrid's mom, who gave me a big hug and told me that if you 
didn't come back, she'd be there for me like a second mother because 
of my relationship with Astrid. Well, after that started a fight 
between Astrid and her mom, I left. Then I went to Spitelout, I have 
no idea why, it just seemed logical. He told me you'd be with dad. 



doing things which I really _did not_ want to hear about. Finally, I 
went to Gobber, who told me through a victory speech that I should've 
gone to him first thing. After enduring five minutes of him talking, 
he told me that you liked to hang your feet over a cliff and gaze at 
the ocean as a kid anda€ i dah dah dah ! I'm here!" 

Valka chuckled. "Well, at least I have a son who doesn't give 


He blankly nodded. "I was ready to quit after Spitelout said one 
sentence." He shuddered. "That image will never leave my 
head ! " 

Instantly, his mother laughed merrily, for the first time, looking 
happy. Hiccup loved to hear his mother laugh. But he knew that he had 
to bring up the topic he hated. 

"I, uh, " Hiccup began, "I just talked with Dad." 

In an instant, his mother saddened. "Did he tell you?" 

"Why you left? Yeah, yeah he did. How hard did he throw you into the 
house? " 

She shook her head. "It wasn't that harda€ | " 

"Stop trying to protect me. That's not what he said and Dad doesn't 
lie." 

Val sighed and pulled down her left shoulder strap, revealing her 
back. "Look on the back of my shoulder." 

Hiccup did so and gaped. There was a massive black bruise about the 
size of her shoulder blade. "Did Dad do that?" 

"Yes. I landed on the fireplace." She pulled up her sleeve. 

Hiccup was speechless. Utterly speechless. What was this image of his 
father? It _was not_ the one he knew. How angry could he possibly 
have been? 

"D-Dad told me everything. Mom. He said that he banished you, threw 
you down, because he caught you training the dragonsa€ | " 

"They were helpless!" she shrieked. "Helpless creatures! Chained and 
tied up just so we could kill them for our enjoyment! I know that we 
had to protect ourselves, buta€ ! I watched them. I watched them as I 
sat above the ring. They were just as scared as the Vikings who were 
fighting them. Why no one else saw it, I can't see how!" 

"I know. I saw the same thing. I never told you this, but I found 
Toothless because by some miracle I hit him with a bola. It knocked 
off his left tailfin. I was going to kill him and bring the heart to 
Dad, but I saw that he was scared and I let him go." 

Val smiled at her son, and then her gaze returned unemotionally back 
at the ocean. 

"Mom, dad told me about everything. And if I could describe the pain 
on his face I would but I can't, because I have never seen him so 



broken down ! " 


Cautiously, the mother looked to her son. "What does that mean?" 

"It means he missed you. You know what he told me? He told me that he 
sent search parties out for you, but when no one found you, thought 
you were dead." 

"_He _thought I was dead? When you told me that back in my cave I 
just assumed that he told you that to spare your feelings." 

"Maybe he did at the time, but he later believed it himself. Which 
brings me to another question; if you weren't dead, why did you stay 
away for so long?" 

"I was banished," she said immediately. "I didn't think I was welcome 
back. I thought about going back for you, many timesa€|oh. Hiccup 
please don't think I ever forgot you or abandoned you in all of 
this ! " 


"I don't Mom, it's okay." 

Relieved and touched, Valka hugged her son and held him closer than 
ever. "Thank you. I missed you so much." 

Hiccup hugged her back. "Mom, do you think you could come back to the 
house? I'll be there and it'll just be Dad, me, and you. No one else 
has to be there. You can say no if you want to." 

Val released her baby, looking away from him. "Not right now, 
sweetheart. Just, not now. I'll sleep in Firebreath's wings tonight. 
You know he has four of them? It's amazingaC | " 

"Why don't you come back to the house?" 

"BecauseaC | because I can't right now. I don't know how else to 
explain it . " 

Hiccup nodded. "Okay. Okay, that's fine. I'll just go back with 
Toothless. Don't leave the island." 

"I won't son. I promised you that." 

Hiccup nodded, wishing that he somehow inexplicably lost the ability 
to move so he could stay there. "Do you want to be alone?" 

After a moment's thought, she nodded. "I think so. I just want to 
think about everything. You should too, honey." She kissed his cheek. 
"Go home . " 

Hiccup wished he didn't have to. Dad would be alright, wouldn't he? 

He could spend some more time with his mother, right? But the 
pleading look in his mother's eyes almost commanded him to 
obey . 

"I'll see you in the morning," Hiccup said. He motioned for Toothless 
to come and left his mother on the side of the cliff. 



><p><em>Thanks for reading! How did you like it? Did you <em>not 
_like it? Please review!_ 


12 . Chapter 12 

_Just a quick note that I won't be around to update a lot. My finals 
are coming up and I want to focus on those. Don't worry I'm not 
quitting the story, just wanting to improve my grades. :) 
Read/Review/ Criticize/Enjoy !_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 12<p> 

Hiccup walked up the stairs to the front door. Summoning whatever 
courage he had, he pushed it open. His father was sitting by the 
hearth, which was slowly losing light. The whole room hissed an eerie 
feeling of dread. Only Toothless's entrance into the house hinted 
that life existed. 

Father and son's eyes didn't meet and Hiccup hadn't entered the 
house, but Stoick still asked, "Did you find your mom?" 

"Yeah. She wants to camp out tonight." 

"I'm surprised you didn't say with her." 

"I didn't want to leave you alone." 

Stoick kept his gaze on the dying embers, his face unreadable. Hiccup 
waited for an answer in the cold, but after realizing the chill 
hissing in, he slowly slid into the house and barred the door 
shut . 

Toothless relit the fire and Stoick patted him on the nose for a 
reward; Stoick' s face still didn't brighten. Toothless licked the 
chief's hand, hiding his disgust of the taste, and drowsily climbed 
up the stairs. He looked back to his best friend, smiled, and 
disappeared . 

Hiccup faced his father, shaking just a bit. He didn't have any 
energy to deal with his parental crisis, though he convinced himself 
that the shaking was from the cold outside. "I, uh, I think that I'll 
go to bed. I've got a big day tomorrow." 

"Sure. I'll be up for a bit." 

"Do you want any company?" 

"No, son. Thank you, but I'll be fine." 

"Are you sure you're fine. Dad?" 

"Yes son." This statement was more of an impatient remark. 

Hiccup had heard that tone before; it was the tone where Dad wasn't 
really mad at him but still wanted to be away from him. "Okay, I'll 
go to bed . " 



He climbed the stairs with regretted obedience, staring at the 
depressed Viking who was his father. When Hiccup came to his room, he 
did something even he didn't expect to do. 

He snatched the toy dragon his mom made from the top of the 
headboard. Then, from his desk, he took the feather pen that he 
discovered a long time ago, when his dad told him that he was worth 
everything to him; Hiccup had almost died trying to prove himself to 
his father, following a scavenger hunt after an exaggerated, muscular 
portrait of him was hung; Stoick regretted it forever. 

Hiccup clutched the dragon and the feather to his chest. He held them 
close as he collapsed on his bed, not bothering to get under the 
sheets. He hugged them tighter as he thought of what happened that 
day. Suddenly, he got really scared. Both of his parents hated each 
other. They were scared of each other! How could this all be fixed? 

He squeezed both trinkets until he thought stuffing would burst and 
the pen would snap. But they didn't. Hiccup wouldn't let that 
happen . 

Toothless sensed the fear of Hiccup; it almost poured out of his 
body. The dragon forced himself from his wooden bed and crawled over. 
He looked into Hiccup's frightened eyes, watching as his rider and 
friend breathed deeply. 

"Bud, what if they can't get back together?" Hiccup whispered, his 
eyes staring nowhere. "What if they stay mad forever? What if Mom 
decides to leave during the night? What if Dad and Mom can't forgive 
each other? What ifa€|" 

Toothless lifted his front paw and placed it over Hiccup's mouth. He 
growled, _Be quiet . _ 

He felt Hiccup smile from behind his paw. Only then did Toothless 
release his hold. 

Hiccup looked at Toothless kindly. "Thanks bud." He closed his eyes, 
feeling a bit more secure with his best friend beside him. 

Toothless sat there, waiting until Hiccup fell asleep before he 
curled up at the foot of the bed. He knew everything would be 
alright. He had no doubt of it. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The morning dawn crept into the Academy. Hiccup had flown there 
with Toothless early and decided to keep busy by sweeping out the 
stables. It was Gustav's and his friends' turn, but Hiccup didn't 
really care . <p> 

Nothing had changed since last night; he wanted to talk to both of 
his parents in the same place, but he still couldn't figure out a way 
to do it without an overload of emotional pain. He wanted nothing 
more than all three of them to be together. Now that he had both 
parents with him, he would never let either go, even if he was mad at 
both of them. 

"Dad couldn't stop her, could he?" Hiccup muttered under his breath. 
"And Mom had to focus on dragons and not even try to come and get me. 
They can't settle differences, can they? And here's me, knowing what 



both are feeling but I can't explain it to them if they're on 
opposite sides of the island." 

"You're up early," a voice snapped. 

Hiccup screamed. He jumped up almost half a foot and swung the broom 
in the voice's direction. Astrid caught it, smiling 
devilishly . 

Hiccup sighed heavily, hoping his heart would beat normally again. 
"You scared me half to death!" 

She giggled. "I know I did. You've got to stop being so jumpy. You're 
not going to have a Night Fury to protect you forever you know." She 
threw the broom back at him, only for Hiccup to catch it one-handed. 
"At least your reflexes are improving, " Astrid complimented. 

Hiccup crookedly smiled, wondering what he should say next. "I-I'm 
sorry about what happened last night. The fight with your 
moma€ | " 

"No Hiccup, that's her fault. She didn't have to imply that she'd be 
your mother-in-law. And that was my fight with my mom; you didn't 
cause it . " 

Hiccup nodded, though he wasn't at all sure of himself. What did 
Astrid mean by that? Did she not want her mom to be his 
mother-in-law? ... well , he didn't want that particular in-law to be 
honest, but... Did Astrid not want to get married? What did she even 
think about their relationship? Did she feel like he did? That he 
couldn't imagine any other woman for him, that if he was forced to 
marry anyone, he wanted it to be the beautiful woman standing in 
front of him? 

Astrid awaked him from his thoughts. "How are you feeling with your 
mom coming back?" 

"I-I'm handling it, I guess," Hiccup stuttered, rocking back and 
forth on his feet, though he knew it made him look uncertain. "We got 
to know each other in her dragon cave and she met Dad last night. 

It ' s okay . " 

She sighed and looked at him with a special kindness in her eye. 
"Hiccup, you look like you need to talk, " she said. She grabbed his 
hands and dragged him down to the cobblestone floor. She motioned for 
him to sit against the wall, and when he did, she fiddled with the 
braid in his hair. 

"Astrida€|" Hiccup started. 

"Shush! Just relax." She cuddled closer to him and wrapped her arm 
around his shoulder. "Now, what's going on? Don't leave anything out. 
Talk to me. Everyone knows that your mom camped out in the back of 
Berk ..." 

"What?" Hiccup exclaimed. "How? Does the village have Gustav cramped 
in our cupboards or something? How do you people know everything that 
goes on in my life?" 


Astrid hesitated, feeling his shoulders tense up. He never shouted at 



her like that before, even inadvertently, so she cautiously went 
forward. "I'm sorry, but the sheepherder saw her. Her dragon had a 
wing tent folded over her and neither you or your dad were nowhere 
near her, so he put two and two together." 

"And got four, I guess? Well, that doesn't mean he has to proclaim it 
to the village . " 

Astrid waited for a moment, letting Hiccup calm down and his 
breathing normalize. When his face softened, she continued, "Hiccup, 
you wouldn't get mad at me like this unless there was something 
really bothering you. What is it?" 

Hiccup sighed and closed his eyes, hiding the sadness in them. "I 
guess out of everyone on Berk, other than Gobber, you're the only one 
who I feel deserves to know what's wrong. What's the newest village 
theory on my mom's disappearance?" 

"The most vulgar one is that she cheated on your dada€ | " 

"That's not true!" Hiccup screamed. 

Astrid breathed deeply, regaining her patience. "I know it's not, I'm 
sorry." Astrid again waited for him to calm, which didn't take long 
once he reached for her hand. She smiled a teeny bit and then said, 
"Well, the newest theory is that she went to explore other dragon 
species. Everyone says that she never battled dragons as a kid, like 
you, so they figured your love of dragons runs through your 
blood . " 

Hiccup nodded. "Well, they're partially right. My mom figured out how 
to train dragons, and my dad banished her because of it. He-he hurt 
her and said he never wanted to see her again." 

Astrid gasped. "Oh. I-I'm sorry." 

Hiccup sighed and looked into Astrid' s beautiful, compassionate eyes. 
For the first time, he saw a face that would listen to his problems 
and not just hunt for juicy gossip. Maybe it was that fact, or that 
he trusted Astrid more than anyone his age, but he spilled his guts 
out . 

"She came back with me to Berk because I asked her. I don't know, 
maybe I pushed her too hard and she was guilt-tripped into saying 
yes. She came back and my parents saw each other and I guess all of 
their emotional pain just raced back. They both want time alone. My 
dad regrets everything he did, especially since he also disowned me 
for doing the same thing my mom did, and my mom just wants to be away 
from him. I-I don't know what to do." 

"Well, this can be fixed, right?" Astrid encouraged, at a loss for 
any other words . 

Hiccup looked back to her eyes. "I hope so. I-I don't want to admit 
it... but I'm scared. I'm just scared because ... well , as long as I can 
remember, ever since Mom left, I've always wanted both parents with 
me. And when I saw Mom again, that hope came back and I was so 
excited! I started thinking about everything, how perfect it would 
all be, but now that they don't want to see each other, I guess I'm 
scared that it won't be like that anymore. It's all gone and I don't 



think they want us to be together. I-I..." 

Astrid smiled and kissed his cheek. "Hiccup, you have to have faith. 
This will all be okay. And if your parents have a son like you, who 
cares about them that much, you're the link that keeps the family 
together, even if your parents don't live in the same house." 

Hiccup considered what she said and smiled. He turned to her. "How 
did I get so lucky to get a girl like you?" 

At that moment. Toothless entered the stable and snorted, like he'd 
been listening in. _Me . I'm the reason you got so lucky. _ 

Hiccup laughed. "You think it's you bud?" He turned to Astrid. "It 
wasn't my manly charm?" 

Astrid reacted in fake disbelief. "You mean when you were thirteen? 
Seriously? " 

Hiccup eyed her. "Stopa€|" he warned as he moved his hand to her 
ribs. He tickled. 

Astrid screamed in protest and trapped his hand against the wall. 
Hiccup tried to wrestle them lose, but Astrid kissed him hard on the 
lips. She released him and they both smiled. 

Astrid leaned towards him and whispered in his ear, "Gotcha!" 

At that moment. Hiccup loved no one more than this woman in front of 
him. Dare he say it? Dare he tell her what he felt? 

"A-Astrid, I . . . " 

"Hiccup! Are you in here? Astrid, I know you're here too." 

Hiccup cringed. "It's Snotface Jorgenson." 

Astrid sighed. "Oh, will you just try to get along? I mean, everyone 
knows Snotlout's unbearable and stupid, but you'll have to take 
advice from him when you're chief. It's tradition." 

"Yeah, that'll be the first thing to go when I'm chief." 

"Hiccup!" Snotlout called. "Come on! I need to feed Hookfang and then 
we need to go to the morning meeting. This isn't my idea to get you, 
it was Gobber's, so come on! I need to escort the wimp." 

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Or I'll throw him over the edge of the 
world, whichever seems right at the time." 

Astrid smirked and watched Hiccup stand up and leave. Throughout the 
entire day, she couldn't help but wonder what Hiccup was just about 
to say. Because if they were the three little words she thought 
they'd be, she made a vow to not say them until Hiccup said them, so 
Hiccup had to hurry; she didn't think she could wait any longer. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stoick washed his face and fought for willingness to leave his 
house. A morning meeting didn't seem appealing at all. Though for a 



man who hadn't slept a wink last night, Stoick thought his attitude 
was commendable . <p> 

"Hiccup!" he called to the top of the stairs. 

No answer. 

"He must've gone out early, to be with Val, " Stoick reasoned. It was 
probably better that Hiccup be with Valhallarama . It wasn't just the 
fact that they hadn't seen each other in thirteen years, but Hiccup 
deserved his mother more than he deserved his father. Val had been 
right about everything. The man who hit his wife and disowned both 
his wife and son couldn't repair any damage he'd done, so why did 
Stoick think that he could? 

A knock came from... the back door, peculiarly. Stoick had a feeling 
it was Val. He almost didn't want to answer the door, but that was 
ridiculous. He was a chief and he faced his problems, no matter if he 
wanted to or not. Without any thought as to what to say, he opened 
the door. 

There stood his wife, hugging herself and looking up to him. "Good 
morning . " 

Stoick curtly nodded. "Good morning." There were a few moments of 
silence until Stoick realized that he should say something. "Did you 
want some breakfast? I-I have some leftover bread and cheese. C-Come 
in." He stepped to the side, letting his wife into the house once 
again. He prayed that they didn't have the same ending as last 
time . 

"Thank you," she softy acknowledged. "Where's Hiccup?" 

"Not here. Sometimes he likes to go for morning flights with 
Toothless. And evening flights. At first I thought that he was with 
you, but now that you're here ... well, " He stared at her, oblivious to 
the next appropriate comment. Then a realization hit him. "Right! 
Bread and cheese!" He raced to the small kitchen area and clumsily 
knocked over stacked up pans. "Uh, do you want mead or milk?" 

Val bit back a few giggles. "Neither." She watched as Stoick dropped 
three more pans, grinning with personal amusement. Finally, to her 
disappointment, she asked, "Stoick, do you want me to 
cook? " 

"Please!" he growled. 

She giggled softly and reentered her kitchen. "You never were much of 
a cook. You didn't improve while I was gone?" 

Stoick shrugged. "I guess I never felt the need to." 

Valka murmured sarcastically, "So our son starved, then?" 

Stoick froze. "No." He knew his wife was being sarcastic, but how 
could he respond to a humorous comment when he barely knew her 
anymore, when he felt that she was another woman entirely? 

He sat by the table and watched her again. She gingerly moved from 
one pan to another, skillfully preparing the meal, like nothing at 



all happened during the past decade. 

Stoick wondered what he should say. What was the normal thing to say 
in a situation like this, if there was a normal thing? How did he 
even begin to try and relive the past decade with her? 

"Val, " he finally croaked. He tried to say more, but it seemed 
something forced his voice down. "Val." 

She looked to him, half-watching their bread. She inhaled deeply a 
moment, then sighed, and then rapidly said, "Stoick I came to tell 
you something." 

Stoick brightened, almost jumped up. At least this was a start. 
"Wh-What is it?" 

"It's more of asking you," she admitted. "I-well, it was mentioned to 
me that while you were searching for Hiccup, you came across an ice 
cave filled with chained dragons." 

"Yes, that's right." 

Valka bit her lip and hastily sat by the table while serving their 
breakfast. When seated, she fiddled with her loose hair and tugged at 
her left braid. She ate her bread, looking almost anywhere but 
Stoick. When she finished, she tried to speak, but as was normalcy, 
couldn ' t . 

Stoick ate his bread, growing more uncomfortable with each second. 

The silence seemed to grow louder. 

Val finally whispered, "About the dragon cave, well, see I've been 
bonding with dragons for the past ten years. It was just three years 
ago that I started freeing them from traps." 

"Traps?" 

"The trapping is led by Drago and Eret, father and son who pride 
themselves by selling dragon heads and growing rich with each one. 
They call themselves the best dragon trappers, and believe me when I 
tell you that they are. These traps are ... incredible ! They can trap a 
whole flock of Monstrous Nightmares in fifteen seconds; that's their 
record . " 

"S-So this ice cave is where they keep their trapped 
dragons ? " 

"Possibly. Were there guards posted?" 

"At least a dozen." 

Valka sighed and massaged her temples. "It could be a trap set for 
anyone trying to steal them back, or it couldn't be. Drago is 
unpredictable. And his son is the same way. I've known about this ice 
cave for some time, but I never had the resources to free them. And 
after the ones Hiccup and I freed, Drago is going to buff up his 
guards . " 

"So, what are you asking me?" 



Valka licked her lips and stuttered, "If the village agrees, then I'm 
asking you... will you will help me free these 
dragons ? " 

"Absolutely . " 

Valka brightened up. "You will?" She beamed and laughed. "Are you 
sure ? " 


He grabbed her hands. "Val, I've changed. I'm not the man I was 
thirteen years ago, and I swear that I never will be again. If this 
is a way to convince you of that, then I'll do it." 

Then, Valka smiled. 

Suddenly, the door flung open and in stomped a slim, tall thing. It 
was soaked to the skin in water and his stance was 
threatening . 

"Never again, never again!" Hiccup cursed. "Never again! Next time 
Snotlout even gets near a Scauldron I'm gonna ... Mom ! " 

Hiccup had looked up and saw his parents holding hands. He blinked 
hard, testing his somewhat blurry vision. If he wasn't so frustrated 
with Snotlout at the moment, he'd have rejoiced. "Mom! You're 
here... in the house... with Dad." 

Mom nodded. "Yes. Yes I am." She stood up, excited. "And your father 
just promised me that we'd free the dragons!" 

"Great!" Hiccup gasped. "Wait, what dragons?" 

Stoick laughed. "While we were looking for you, my team ran into an 
ice cave filled with chained dragons." 

Valka went on, "I think these are the same that were trapped by Drago 
and Eret, the men who kidnapped you. If we can free these dragons and 
figure out where he's holding the rest of them, we might have a 
chance at finally stopping him!" 

Hiccup was elated, just like his mom. "What are we waiting for? Let's 
get the team together and... wait, just give me a minute to change." 

He raced upstairs, leaving a trail of water. 

Valka laughed at her son's excitement, but was horrified when she saw 
something she had nearly forgotten about. 

"His foot," she deathly whispered. "My baby lost his foot. How did I 
not remember?" 

Stoick heard her lament and stepped towards her. "Did you not see it 
before now?" 

Val nodded, trapped in petrified shock. "I noticed it, but I never 
talked to him about it. I just shoved it out of my mind." 

Stoick slowly reached his hand towards hers and grabbed it. To his 
surprise, and probably hers, she squeezed it back. 


She turned to him. 


"How did it happen?" 



"He-he fought the Green Death with Toothless. They blew up the thing 
and tried to escape the inferno. No one really knows how it happened, 
not even Hiccup, and Toothless can't tell us anything." 

Valka nodded. "I see." 

In the moments following, both were filled with regret. Both felt 
loss for their son and an anger saying that this shouldn't have 
happened to their boy, regardless if it happened five years ago. 
Overcome by this grief, Valka hugged her husband. Stoick was shocked, 
and he knew his face showed it. Stoick held her head and leaned down 
to her face, feeling the dare to. 

"Whoa!" screamed Hiccup from upstairs. His parents flicked their 
heads towards him. Hiccup spoke gibberish. 

"Gah-they-duh-uh . . . sh-should I stay upstairs while you two...?" 

His mom smiled. "No Hiccup." She tore herself from her husband's 
hold. "Come on. Let's tell your Academy of our plan." 

Hiccup nodded, and mechanically walked out of the front door, his 
face pinched in disgust. 

Valka followed him and Stoick was left in the house. He felt good 
inside. Things weren't repaired fully, or even a little bit, but he 
was certain that they were on their way. But he hadn't noticed Val 
pulling back when he tried to kiss her, her face scared and 
uncertain . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"So, let me get this straight, " Gobber interjected at the 
meeting. "We need to free these dragons before their heads are cut 
off. In order to do that, we need to free the Dragon King trapped 
behind the ice wall. It will then kill its subjects' captors out of 
rage. But since the Dragon King can't free them from the chains, we 
launch ourselves in there, break the chains, and somehow signal these 
animals to flee the prison while avoiding the Dragon King's angry 
inferno, because he might think that we're with the enemy. Do I have 
it right?"<p> 

"Exactly right, " Valka chirped. 

Gobber hummed, his face broadcasting worry and dead fear. "Not that I 
don't trust you Val, but this is more foolhardy than most of Stoick' s 
plans . " 

Stoick slapped his friend upside the head. "I'll ignore that. So, 

Val, is there anything else we need to know?" 

Valka scanned those surrounding her. The Dragon Academy's teachers, 
students, trainees, and other Berk elders had assembled around a 
Great Hall table. She rested her fists on the table and intently 
looked at her army. "The Dragon King is probably trapped back there 
by accident. See, most Kings will hunt for their herd's food or look 
for a mate. The Queen, like the one Hiccup fought, hoards her 
subjects and makes them serve her. Since the King's not like that, 
he'll sometimes leave them for a while. Drago must've moved then, and 
then the King returned. Exactly how he got frozen, trapped there, I 



don't know. But if he's the type of King I've seen over the years, he 
will stop at nothing to keep his children safe. We are dealing with 
the wolf protecting the litter, except this wolf breathes fire. 
Gobber's right, this dragon will throw an inferno at us, I guarantee 
that. If some of you are reluctant to face that, it's alright with 
me." She again scanned her army, reading their expressions. 

Not a person even glanced sideways. 

Hiccup smiled at his Mom. "I think we're all agreed. Let's do 
it ! " 


Stoick stepped in. "Right then. We'll separate into three different 
groups ..." 

"Wait a minute, " Valka interrupted. "This might work best if we all 
appear into that cave riding our dragons, not in groups. The King 
will trust us more quickly if we don't threaten him or his 
subjects . " 

"But if the guards are still there then we have an advantage over 
them, " Stoick argued. 

"Yes, but if the Dragon King breaks through that ice, I'm telling you 
the guards won't matter." 

"And if the guards are there, we just waltz right in there and have 
to face armed guards and an angry dragon?" 

"No, but I've studied dragons and I'm telling you that the dragon has 
broken free by now. He wouldn't have let his subjects suffer for 
long. These war tactics will be useless." 

The two kept arguing, unaware of the puzzled faces staring at them. 
Motivated by a shove from Astrid, Hiccup finally tapped his mom's 
shoulder . 

"I'd hate to break this up," he started, "but I thought we were going 
to free the dragons. Should we go now?" 

Stoick sighed. "Alright. Prepare your dragons. Bring food, those 
dragons may be hungry. We'll decide the best way to attack while 
preparing . " 

Valka muttered, "Best way is to all show up at the same time, I'm 
telling you ! " 

Stoick ignored her. "Everyone go." 

Despite their hunger for a juicy fight, the army deserted, ready for 
a rescue mission. Only Tuffnut and Ruffnut delayed in leaving, 
wanting to see the fight, but Astrid shoved them to the door. 

Val and Stoick remained at the table. They glanced at each other, 
anger on both their faces. 

"Val, please side with me on this." 

Valka shook her head. "Stoick, I know more about dragons than anyone 
on this island. We need to show up all at the same time." 



"And if there's guards, we risk a greater conflict. I'm not willing 
to do that, not with all of those kids there!" 


Valka sighed. "Would you feel better if we sent a scout into the cave 
to see what the guards were doing? If they're even alive?" 

Stoick too sighed. "That would be a good compromise, but I still feel 
better breaking up into our military groups." 

Valka growled. "Fine! Do whatever you feel is right! But please 
believe me when I tell you that it's a mistake!" 

She stormed off. Stoick watched her, realizing his latest mistake. He 
cursed at himself and followed her out. 


13. Chapter 13 

_Here it is! Whew! It feels amazing to write again! I've had exams 
and focused on those, so... yeah. Please read/review/en joy/criticize ! 
Please review! Thought I should warn you, but there is a pretty heavy 
cliffhanger on this chapter, so you might be mad at me. Thanks for 
reading! _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 13<p> 

Hiccup strapped the saddle rigging on Toothless excitedly, so much 
that his hands shook. He smiled, feeling the bubble of joy in his 
throat. Not only were his parents getting along, but they were 
working together to save dragons! He couldn't have been happier! His 
dad had changed from dragon-hater to dragon-freer and Mom was finally 
going to see it! He shook with excitement, hiding a nervous squeak of 
thrill . 

"It's happening bud!" Hiccup whispered electrif yingly , his face 
broadcasting only a small amount of the thrill dancing joyously 
inside of him. He waved his hands up and down. "I can't believe it! 
We're finally doing something as a family! We're together again!" He 
choked Toothless in an enthusiastic hug, shaking it, overcome with 
joy, more than ever. He wanted to cry, but he somehow didn't. 

The image of his family reunited was back. All fear of his parents 
hating each other had evaporated into nothingness and only the purest 
images filled his eager hopes. Mother, Father, and son all under the 
same roof, sharing laughs, meals, rough times, good times, and every 
moment in between; it was the family utopia he dreamed of. "Bud," he 
said when he released Toothless from the embrace, "this is one of the 
best days of my life." He squealed. 

Toothless gurgled, _I know it is, silly boy. _He licked Hiccup's 
face, making his rider giggle. 

"Thanks bud." 

Hiccup looked to his left and saw his parents silently preparing 
their dragons, secluded from the others. It was odd to see them 
together, but Hiccup still couldn't hide the joy he had. Unable and 



unwilling to stop himself. Hiccup raced over to them. Oblivious to 
any outsiders, not caring about his sudden childishness. Hiccup 
brought both of them into a huge hug. Valka awkwardly gasped but then 
embraced her boy. Stoick laughed and brought his whole family into a 
hug . 

Gobber, friend of Valka and Stoick and uncle to Hiccup, watched this 
from down the way. No one was watching and the family had some 
privacy, which was a blessing for them, but Gobber noticed the 
expression on Valka ' s face. She was comfortable, happy, but still 
unsure. Something in her eyes pleaded for someone to realize her 
worry . 

Gobber sighed. Hiccup wouldn't realize it; he was too happy to have 
her again. Stoick wouldn't realize it; he was thrilled that she 
healed enough to even look at him. This would have to be his 
realization . 

During the hustle of their army preparing, Gobber walked up to her. 
Stoick and Hiccup were tending their own dragons, far away from her. 
Gobber wasn't surprised by this; she had always been one to like 
solitude . 

"Excuse me, ma'am," he said. "I'd like to complain about one of the 
dragon riders . " 

He heard her smile and she turned her head. "What did he do?" 

"_He _is a _she_, and she disappeared for thirteen years, hasn't 
written me or visited, and when she finally comes back with improved 
dragon knowledge, she doesn't even give her oldest friend a proper 
hello." 

Valka giggled. "Let's remedy that." She outstretched her arms. "Give 
me a hug ! " 

Gobber laughed and scooped her up in a choking hug, spinning her 
around. "Ha ha! Good to see you, Val ! " He dropped her, making her 
backpedal from the land's impact and fall on her back. Gobber 
chuckled and helped her up. 

"So," Gobber continued, unhindered, "what's it been like this past 
decade? " 

"Usual. The fiery blasts, bites, scars, burns, near-death 
experiences, nothing out of the ordinary." 

Gobber laughed. "Of course it is! 'Course you had lots of adventures. 
It was always an adventure when you were around." 

Val laughed with him. "Do I hear a touch of nostalgia in your voice? 
You don't miss the olden days, do you?" 

Gobber sighed, smiling. "Guess I just missed one of my best 
friends . " 

Valka grinned again. "I missed you too. Oh, while I have you 
herea€ | " she reached into her pack and discretely revealed a fresh 
fish pie. "I know I've asked this to you a lot, buta€ | " 



"I'll eat it. And don't you worry, no one will ever know that you 
gave the pie to me." 

Valka sighed in relief and handed the treat to Gobber, who instantly 
threw his face into it, smacking his lips with juicy salmon, half of 
which lodged in his beard. "By de waya€ j , " he asked, mouth full, "how 
many of these have you gotten this morning?" 

Valka winced. "Fifteen. People here love their fish pies." 

"And they always give them to you after a time of crisis. They're 
just being nice." 

"D-do you think you coulda€ | " 

"Take the other fourteen? Oh come on, Val ! You know me! I'll take 
six . " 

"Seven . " 

"Six and a half." 

"Deal." She smiled and continued packing. 

Gobber continued, "So what's it like being back?" 

"Stressful. I don't want to pour out all my problems to you, but 
everyone just wants me to be the perfect chief wife again. Hiccup and 
Stoick want me to instantly step back into the wife and mother role. 

I guess I can forgive them for it. I missed Hiccup a lot." 

"And he missed you too. Those two missed you more than I can say, 
more than they can say. Now, even a blind man can see that you're 
happy to be back, but something is still upsetting you. What is 
it?" 


Valka slowed her packing as Gobber revealed her vulnerability. She 
knew he was right. Somehow, Gobber was always right, though to 
everyone that didn't make much sense. 

She sighed and chuckled. "I don't know Gobber. I'm happy to be back." 
She kept talking, but as she did it seemed her feelings replaced her 
voice. "I have a son I adore, a husband whom I'm reconciling with, 

I'm happy! But I see everything I missed in Hiccup's life because of 
what Stoick dida€ | and I know that he is sorry for everything but when 
we try to forgive each other, when I try to forgive him, I just see 
everything flash before my eyes anda€ | I missed my baby's 
life!" 

Gobber watched as Val realized her own words. She soaked in their 
meaning for a few moments, staring at the cobblestone beneath 
her . 

Gobber interjected, "I know this can't be easy. That boy is nearly a 
grown man, and the mother who is usually there for him 
wasn ' t . " 

"Gobber, just drop it," she snarled and shook her head. "I'm past 
it." Almost instantly, she chuckled and smacked her head. "Pshaw, I'm 
probably just adjusting. Just trying to readjust is all. Don't worry 



about me Gobber. I'm fine, I promise." She smiled one last time and 
escaped to her packing. 

Gobber acknowledged, "Alright Val, but know that if you need 
anything, I'm here. Trust me. I've been the Haddock Family Counselor 
for twenty years now." 

She laughed at his teasing, but in reality, Gobber knew this family 
better than even they knew themselves. Valka hadn't completely 
revealed herself. But what worried Gobber most was that she wasn't 
even close, and even she didn't know it. 

"Valhallarama ! " a voice called. "Val! Val, honey!" 

Valka cringed. A peppy woman appeared beside her, smiling greatly, a 
fish pie in her grasp. "I thought you would like some support while 
you're readjusting. It's fresh out of the oven." 

Valka slapped on her diplomatic chief's wife smile. "Thank 
you . " 

"We're all hoping that you readjust well, dear." The woman pecked her 
on the cheek for good luck and briskly walked away. 

Valka' s smile dispersed and she hopefully glanced to Gobber. 

He held up his hand. "I'm a good friend but I'm not that good. Six 
and a half is my limit." 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>The wind flushed across his face, rising his spirits up to the 
clouds. His heart felt free and excited. Freedom and joy rang in his 
heart; he felt as though he could've touched the sun. Yes, life was 
good ! <p> 

"Hiccup!" Astrid called. "Try and stay on course. I'm not in the mood 
to come and get you because you wandered off again." 

Hiccup flashed a smile back at her, suddenly realizing that they 
weren't alone when he saw all of the other riders behind him, his 
parents and other seniors included. He awkwardly turned around, 
slightly embarrassed, and kept his eyes focused on the sea below 
him . 

Fog latched its fingers onto the waves and the frigid breeze whistled 
against them. As if the weather wasn't proof enough, several icy 
islands dotted the emerald green waters beneath them. The dragons' 
heads also perked up, simultaneously; all of them heard the distant 
cries for help. They were getting close. 

Fishlegs whimpered, "Uh, any idea what we're going to do if Drago is 
there in the ice cave?" 

Valka answered, "No idea. He's usually never there so the odds of it 
happening are basically one in ten thousand. No need to worry." 

"And what if there is?" Stoick countered. "What are we going to 
do?" 



Valka eyed him. "Fight. I thought you would've liked to do 
that . " 

Stoick stopped himself before he retaliated. He hated that he let his 
wife take the upper hand in front of his own men, demeaning his 
status, but he didn't want to lose the one connection they had 
together. He wouldn't lose her again, especially when Hiccup was 
involved. No, it was best if he stay silent. 

"Ooh, we get to fight!" Tuffnut cheered. "This just got even more 
exciting ! " 

"I know, right?" Ruffnut called! "Awesome!" 

"Snotlout!" Gustav cried from behind everyone on Fanghook. "Can we 
_please_ get some burns? I promise not to interrupt your 'Heroic 
Account of Events' when we get back this time!" 

Snotlout shrugged. "Maybe. It all depends on our plan of attack." He 
then muttered, "Slow and steady or punch 'em in the gut. No debate as 
to which one Hiccup will take." 

Heavenly silence hung in the air for the next few minutes, to 
everyone's unspeakable relief. It was Gobber who interrupted. He 
declared through a mouthful of trout pie, "There it is! The ice 
cave ! " 

Everyone was jolted from their mind wanderings and looked up. 
Bordering the horizon was the mountain Gobber, Stoick, and Spitelout 
discovered just two days ago. 

"That is definitely a Bludvist hideout," Valka concurred. "Let's 
go ! " 

"Wait!" Stoick shouted. "We need to decide how we're going to do 
this. Everyone land on the island below us. It should support 


Val shook her head. "Stoicka€|" 

"Everyone, Valhallarama ! " Stoick urged with a dangerous look in his 
eye. Valka had no choice but to comply. 

In nearly perfect formation, the twenty-five dragons landed on the 
ice and let their riders dismount. Valka 's angry walk displayed her 
feelings all too clear. "What is this for?" she demanded, leaving the 
rest of the troupe behind her. All agreed it was wiser to give the 
chief and wife some private conversation, after all, any woman who 
walked to a man like that had intent to kill! 

Before Stoick lost his temper completely, the vast chief breathed, 
forcefully reminded himself that he couldn't drive her away again, 
and calmly spoke. "We need to decide how all twenty-six of us are 
going to free these dragons. I know that you are fully capable of 
freeing them with just yourself, but we have twenty-four more people 
to worry about now, including our son. We can't just rush in 
there . " 

Valka longed to argue, to tell him that he was making a mistake, that 
he didn't know everything and he should stop acting like it; but that 



mention of Hiccup shredded her. She nodded. 

Stoick gratefully accepted the nod, regardless if it was genuine or 
not. Turning to his questioning son and his followers, Stoick knelt 
down on the ice and hatched at it with his knife. Within seconds, a 
battle plan was etched into the frozen land. 

"We need to split into groups. Hiccup's group will be the scouts for 
us. You'll assess the situation and report back to us. Other groups 
will surround the area, keeping a lookout for Drago. After Hiccup's 
group gives us the schematic, we'll move in with whatever way is 
best. Understood?" 

"Agreed," was the assumed and given answer. Everyone but Valka nodded 
their head. 

She just stared at her husband, her eyes empty and 
unreadable . 

Stoick had seen that look before, and he was hoping that he would 
never see it again. Shuddering wasn't enough to wipe it from his 
memory, but it was close enough for now. 

Recovered, he continued, "Alright. Hiccup, Fishlegs, and Snotlout go 
and scout the cave." He ignored Hiccup's shocked expression and moved 
on. "Astrid's group cover the south, Gustav's group cover the north. 
The rest of us will stay here." 

Stoick eyed his son, who reluctantly mounted Toothless to pair up 
with Snotlout. Fishlegs smiled encouragingly, probably faked it, and 
motioned for Hiccup to come. Stoick watched as the three of them, 
very unhappily, flew off to the ice cave. He gritted his teeth. Could 
he have made another mistake, sending Hiccup with Snotlout? Did he 
even mess up the lessons he was trying to teach Hiccup, about dealing 
with snobby acquaintances? He glanced to his wife, who stoically 
watched her son disappear into the horizon. Stoick felt like if he 
wasn't careful, he'd lose everything important to him, again. And 
what was worst of all was that it would be beyond his power to get 
them back. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup kept his mouth shut for the flight there, and 
surprisingly, so did Snotlout. Fishlegs hated it. The silence before 
an epic, statistically life-threatening battle seemed too much of a 
bad omen. Usually, someone was talking, arguing, or bantering, and he 
didn't have to make the small talk. Now he felt he had to, for his 
own sake, his own shivering soul.<p> 

"Nice day," he commented, "despite everything that's 
happening . " 

"Oh, shut up!" 

Fishlegs expected that remark, but not from Hiccup. "Hiccup, are you 
okay ? " 

"Fine. Just fine." 


"Oh, this is ridiculous!" Snotlout cried. 


"Hiccup, I'll admit it. I 



hate you. Now you." 

"I hate you too." 

"Good, " Snotlout snapped and faced forward. 

Fishlegs glanced at both off them, dumbfounded. "Wella€|at least we 
got that settled. Should I admit that you both annoy me or would now 
not be the best time?" 

"No!" both shouted. 

"Okay, okay," Fishlegs defended, "let's just focus on the mission. So 
where's the entrance to this cave?" 

"It's right arounda€ | " Hiccup started, but then growled. "Ugh! He 
didn't tell us the location of the cave!" 

"Oh, stop whining!" Snotlout cried. "We'll find it. Have Toothless do 
his 'see through darkness thing'. We'll find the opening that 
way . " 

Hiccup sighed regrettably. "You're right. I shouldn't have snapped 
like that . " 

After a moment's comprehension of Hiccup's peculiar behavior, 

Snotlout asked, "What's wrong with you? You've got your parents 
back . " 

"Nothing," Hiccup replied. After five seconds' silence, he finally 
admitted, "It's justa€|well, you saw them. They were fighting!" 

"Is _that _what you're worried about?" Snotlout cried. "My parents 
fight all the time, and not just because they're themselves! When you 
stick two people in the same house for the rest of their lives and 
make them raise kids, it does these stupid things to them. They 
fight . " 

"Yeah, my parents fight too, " Fishlegs added. "They once fought over 
the way my mom cooked fish. Like Snotlout said, couples' fighting is 
normal . " 

"I-I know that's true guys, buta€ | it ' s just they've already wasted so 
many years apart, I guess I just figured the last thing they'd be 
doing was fighting." 

Snotlout grinned. "Yeah, they should bea€ | " 

"Stop!" Hiccup bellowed. "I already got that speech from your 
dad . " 

Snotlout 's face dropped in sympathizing shock. "You got that speech? 
Oh, I'm so sorry! Seriously, so sorry! And for the record, I was 
going to say sword fighting, it's a great date tactic." 

Every word rang with legitimacy, which made Hiccup chuckle. "Has it 
worked yet?" 


"No, but it might." 



"Guys, guys, guys!" Fishlegs frantically waved his hand toward them. 
"Look, there it is! The cave opening!" 

True to Fishlegs' word, the opening laid just ahead. 

"Great!" Snotlout cheered. "Let's go kick 
dragon-trapping-behind ! " 

"Wait," Fishlegs cried, "we're supposed to just observe and report 
back to the chief." 

"Really," he whined, "just that? I can't knock a guy out at 
all?" 

"No," Hiccup said. "Let's just do what my dad says." He mentally 
added, _I ' ve disappointed him enough. _ 


><p>Valka huffed as she stroked her dragon's chin. "I'm worried, 
Firebreath. I've learned that a father will do anything to protect 
his young, but it's the same with mothers too. The saying was, 'If 
you anger the father, you'd have better planned your funeral'. You 
know what I say to that Firebreath? I say that's mutton mold. If you 
anger the mother, dig your own grave." She giggled as Firebreath 
nodded, almost afraid. "Don't worry, boy. If a dragon harms him. 
Toothless will take care of it."<p> 

"You bet yer life on it!" Gobber exclaimed, his mouth again full. He 
held up an empty pie pan. "I ate four. Where's the other two and a 
half? Man, these ladies make good pies. Why can't something 
traumatizing happen to me so I can get these pies?" 

"Want me to break your leg?" 

"Nah, I tried that. No one believed me." 

Valka smirked, but her eyes drifted to the mountain on the horizon. 
"I can't see him anymore." 

"Val, " Gobber said as he placed his hand on her shoulder. "He'll be 
fine. That boy's gotten out of worse scrapes than this." 

Valka nodded and prayed that her best friend was right. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup, Snotlout, and Fishlegs peered over the edge of the ice 
barrier leading into the dragon dungeon. They left their dragons near 
the entrance and walked the rest of the way to the dungeon, but what 
they saw shocked them.<p> 

"H-H-H-Hiccup, " Fishlegs stammered, "the Dragon king i-i-is 
a-a-almost o-out . " 

"If that ice cracks any more, he is gonna break lose," Snotlout dryly 
predicted, and he couldn't be closer to the truth. 


Hiccup shrugged. "Probably for the better, I guess. That way we don't 
have to kill the guards. I don't know what the best thing to do 



is . " 

Fishlegs nervously covered his friends' mouths with his hands. 

"Quiet! Quiet, they're talking." 

Three guards quietly spoke just a short distance from the intruders. 
From the hurried whispers. Hiccup assumed that they had the same 
worries they did. 

The first one hissed, "Drago is an idiot to place us here. That 
dragon is going to break through at any second. And he's going to 
barbeque us alive." 

A second one voiced, "What are we going to tell Drago? Retreat? He'll 
be the one to barbeque us. We're dead either way!" 

The third rubbed his face and said, "Hold off the dragon. The 
nineteen of you can do it. Drago will give us mercy if we save the 
heads of the dragons. I'll go fetch him and we'll decide what to do 
when he gets here." 

"Are you crazy!" the second one shouted, then quieted his voice in 
fear of the enraged dragon. "That thing will break free before you 
even get near Drago ! " 

The third one grabbed his shirt collar and menacingly brought him 
close. "That is why you're going to hold him off. I will bring Drago 
here so he can skin them and we can get out of here. Until then, you 
hold off the dragon." 

He released his victim and marched directly to Hiccup and the 
others . 

Hiccup nervously ducked behind the wall along with Fishlegs, but 
Snotlout clenched his fists. Once the guard scaled the wall, he 
clumped his back and subdued the guard. He brought him in a headlock 
and punched his face. "Quiet or my dagger goes through your 
chest . " 

Stunned, the man shivered and nodded hastily. 

Hiccup knelt down to him and snatched his hair. He angled his head to 
stare up at him, stealing all the power this man had. "Where's 
Drago? " 

He growled, "I'm not saying anything." 

Fishlegs drew his dagger and pricked the man's nose, holding it 
steady in the man's vision. Snotlout and Hiccup didn't think why 
Fishlegs was so tough suddenly, they were just happy he was working 
with them. 

Snotlout smirked. "Okay. We'll be happy to speak for you. How does 
cutting you up sound?" 

The man f rustrat ingly sighed and rolled his eyes. "Think you can 
scare me?" 

"No," Hiccup admitted. "But our free dragons can." He whispered down 
the cave, "ToothlessaC ! " 



And crept up Toothless, the fury of all men's fears. He seethed and 
growled, spreading out his wings to look scary. His eyes captured the 
Viking with fear and submission with his slit back eyes. 

The man whispered, almost in admiration, "The offspring of lightning 
and death itself!" He looked to Hiccup. "The Dragon Trainer." 

"Good, you know him," Snotlout said, gripped the man's neck harder. 
"Now tell him where Drago is." 

The man smiled. "Still not saying anything." 

"Toothless," Hiccup ordered. "SautA© him." 

The man chuckled darkly. "Your dragon can do whatever he wants with 
me. Still not going to tell. And I'll tell you why. Your pretty boy 
holding me forgot something. One of me hands is free." 

In an instant, the Viking flipped Snotlout onto his back, snatched 
Fishlegs' dagger and pressed it against Snotlout 's neck. 

Toothless reared up, but Hiccup shouted, "No bud! Don't!" 

The Viking chuckled. "Thought that would get your attention. Now both 
of you, climb into the dungeon and surrender, or pretty boy 
dies . " 

Snotlout whimpered as the knife was pressed harder against his 
neck . 

"Okay, okay," Hiccup said, his hands in the air. "We'll do as you 


"Oh, but first, " the man interrupted, "let the dragons know that if 
they come near me, the dagger slices his neck." 

Snotlout bit back his whimper. 

"Okay, okay," Hiccup breathed, "just don't hurt him. Please." 

"Aw, how sweet. Now tell yer dragons to back off or you see the 
girl's blood . " 

Hiccup nodded. "Toothless, go back and stay there bud." 

_No ! _Toothless growled. _Are you going to leta€|_ 

"Toothless!" Hiccup pleaded. "Do it bud. Please, just do 
it ! " 

Toothless looked into his rider's pleading eyes. If it were just 
Hiccup in danger. Toothless would've stayed unhindered, but it wasn't 
his rider who's life depended on obedience. And Toothless didn't know 
how he'd explain to Hookfang that his rider died because of a Night 
Fury. Cringing, unwilling but loyal. Toothless retreated into the 
back of the cave. 

"Well done," the captor hummed mockingly. "Now, into the cave. Fatty 
goes first . " 



Fishlegs whimpered and climbed inside. "Okay, just don't hurt 
Snot lout . " 

"Yeah, get it, you're blood brothers. Into the cave." 

Fishlegs fearfully obeyed. Hiccup following closely behind. The enemy 
herded them into the territory with the fear of Snotlout's life. 
Snotlout shook in the man's hold, but restrained most of his fear 
from escaping. 

"Hey, everyone," the man called. "Look who I've got. Found them 
sneaking in. Aren't they pretty little things?" 

Drago ' s subjects hollered in laughter. Hiccup cringed. If they knew 
he was the heir to the chieftain this would've been a whole lot 
worse. What a failure he was! 

"Tried to get the better of us, did they?" an unnamed subject 
mocked . 

Hiccup didn't know whether these guards were stupid or too 
distracted, but did they not notice the increased banging of the 
dragon king? He hammered his head harder and harder against the ice 
wall, the fractures slicing across the ice. It was going to break any 
second . 

Hiccup breathed hard. "Everyone! We need to get out! The dragon is 
almost loose . " 

The dragons around them cried, roared, screamed for their 
Daddy ! 

Hiccup panicked. "Everyone! Please!" 

But they just laughed at him. 

Snotlout cringed in the man's graps, but kept his focus on. He 
gritted his teeth, forcing adrenaline to flush through his system. It 
was the only energy that he had. 

Fishlegs breathed hard, staring at the monstrous dragon forcing the 
ice to collapse. The cracks spread up to the ceiling and grew thicker 
with each second. 

Did the men not notice? 

"Please, let's go!" Hiccup cried. "Please!" 

"Shut up!" the captor ordered. "Don't forget that the pretty boy is 
going to die . " 

Snotlout grinned. "Sure. But I'm not the only one who's going to die. 
See dumb-brain, you forgot something tooa€ | to check my belt." 

Snotlout pulled the man's arm away with one hand. With the other, he 
released his hidden dagger and impaled the man's thigh. 


He cried in pain. He backpedalled. The other twenty guards erupted in 
anger. Two snatched Hiccup. Five bound Fishlegs. 



The third guard painfully tripped back into a Deadly Nadder. He 
shouted in unbearable pain. Redirecting his anger at the dragon, he 
snatched its horns. He yelled in fierce agony and started clawing at 
it. She reared in pain and struggled against the chain. She chaffed 
her neck. 

The Dragon King saw this. Hiccup saw the Dragon King. 

"No," Hiccup pleaded silently. "No." 

The Dragon King's eyes mirrored an expression Hiccup saw in Stoick 
once; a fierce, threatening gaze which was only matched by a 
grieving, protecting parent. 

"No!" Hiccup shouted, fighting against his captors. "We need to get 
out of here now!" 

Hiccup didn't see the Dragon King escape, but shards of heavy ice 
shattered all around him. A heavy force pushed the guard behind him 
to the ground. The man landed on top of him and deflated the air out 
of his lungs. The heat of fire scorched the air, the smell of burned 
clothing reeking the atmosphere. The one squashing him leapt up with 
shrieking cries of pain. Hiccup peered upward , through the specks of 
darkness, and gaped. That dragon was huge. 

Hands gripped his shoulders. "Now! Now, Hiccup!" Fishlegs! That was 
that voice! Fishlegs picked up his torso and dragged him across the 
ice. Snotlout grabbed his legs. Hiccup tried to see, but couldn't. He 
could only hear. He felt the heat and lack of air force him into some 
kind of unconsciousness. He was so hot. Soa€ | so hot. He didn't feel 
burned, but the air was unbearably hot. 

Through the dragon shrieks, enemy hollers, and Snotlout 's cursing 
cries. Hiccup heard Fishlegs cry, "Toothless! Meatlug! Baby, come 
here! Meatlug! Hookfang! Toothless!" 

"Snotlout," Hiccup moaned, "You're hurta€ | " 

"My leg," Snotlout groaned, "got crusheda€ | you're the one 
unconscious. Shut up and keep walking!" 

Hiccup felt his head go limp and land against Fishlegs' tunic. He 
forced himself to stay awake. More panicked cries echoed through the 
ice cave. Hiccup didn't know what the dragon was doing, but the 
accelerating footsteps of his carriers told him nothing 
good . 

"What's happening?" Hiccup moaned. 

"Dragon King's gone insane!" Snotlout cried. "He's blowing fire 
everywhere ! " 

"We're dead!" Fishlegs murmured. "We're dead, so very, very, very, 
very, very dead!" 

Hiccup shook his head, fighting for strength to open his eyes. "No, 
no we're not." Everything his mom told him about giant father dragons 
protecting their children raced back to him. "This king thinks we're 
threats. If we're blamed for hurting his children, we're worse than 
dead . " 



14 . Chapter 14 


Chapter 14 

Valka paced worriedly across the ice. Little could comfort her. 

Hiccup had been gone for twenty minutes, half an hour at best, and 
there was still no sign of him. Could a scout mission take that long? 
Had something happened? Oh, she hoped she wasn't worrying too much 
for a mother who just rediscovered her son. But she still couldn't 
shake the feeling that something was wrong. _Call it a mother's 
instinct, _she thought. 

Her dragon Firebreath nudged her gently as if to say, _It'll be 
alright. _ 

Valka only wished that she could believe him. 

She heard his footsteps behind her, but the touch of his hand against 
her still startled her. She supposed she found his concern touching. 
He had left his friends in their huddle of warmth to comfort her. Had 
he really changed? 

Stoick cupped her chin, turned her toward him. "He will be fine. He's 
been through more dangerous missions than this." 

"That you sent him on?" Valka remarked. She regretted it before the 
sentence ended. 

Surprisingly, he shrugged rather calmly. "Some. Others he just got 
stuck into by himself." 

"Well, thank you for encouraging me on our son's streak of good 
luck 

He chuckled and rubbed her back, unaware that she flinched. "He does 
have good luck because he escaped every single one of them. He has 
his mother's talent." 


Valka smiled, still unsure, but happy that they weren't arguing. "You 
know, I always thought that came from you, with how reckless you 


"I'm reckless ? " 

"Yes, you are. You were the only date I've had who decided it would 
be fun to take me to an enormous rock and smash your head into it so 
I could marvel at your strength." 

"Well, did you marvel?" 

Valka deadpanned. "Stoick, you did it so many times you fell 
unconscious right there!" 

Stoick heartily laughed. "I remember. When I woke up my father gave 
me a very long talk. Then I had to endure the one from my 
date . " 


"What did you expect me to do?" she asked with a defending tone. "You 



made me walk all the way back to the village, get your father, 
convince him I was serious, and then had to watch him drag you back 
home ! " 

"Quite the ordeal," Stoick commented. "But it wasn't that bad, was 
it?" 


She turned to face him, smiling broadly, and saw smoke rising on the 
horizon . 


She pushed Stoick to the side, horrified by the dark smoke cloud 
escalating from the ice island. 

"The Dragon Kinga€ i " she murmured, not daring to predict any further 
misfortunes. Her fears awakened, she angrily turned to Stoick. "Are 
you happy now?" she shouted. 


Without another word, she raced to Firebreath. He took off before she 
properly saddled. 

Stoick sighed and buried his face into his hands. He heard Spitelout 
cry for his son and Valor soared off with him. It was Gobber's hand 
that nudged his shoulder. 


"We'll get him back," he consoled. "We always do. Don't worry. Look, 
Valka needs someone to be strong for her and so does Hiccup. So get 
up, stop pouting, and get your family back!" 


Stoick hated his friend's speech, but he knew Gobber was right. He 
couldn't stay in the past while his son was battling a horrific 
battle in the present. "Mount up!" he ordered to the other two riders 
with him. "Our main priority now is to get the kids out of 
there . " 


They did so, and as Thornado flew through the clouds, Stoick couldn't 
rid the feeling. _I never should've done this._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Astrid had raced to the cave the minute she saw smoke leak out of 
the entrance. She gave little thought to the wind hissing through her 
hair and the chill piercing her skin. She would get Hiccup 
back . <p> 

"Faster! Faster!" Ruffnut cried. Stormfly was just a few feet ahead 
of Barf and Belch. 

Patience nearly drained, Astrid thought the twins thought of this as 
a race. "Get it together!" she shouted. "We're trying to save them, 
not see who gets there first!" 

Ruffnut screamed, "I wanna get them out too, Astrid! You think I was 
shouting 'cause I don't?" 

Astrid sighed. "I'm sorry! Just keep going!" 

They did so. 

"Hey, " Tuffnut called. His sister glanced to him. Astrid kept her 
face forward, but Tuffnut only wanted his sister's attention. 



"Don't worry," he said with a tiny smile. "They'll be okay. We do 
rescue missions all the time, right?" 

Ruffnut nodded. "Yeah," she said dryly, "I guess we do." 

"And we'll get Fishlegs out of there. You'll get your first 
kiss . " 

He got punched in the face for that, but he didn't care. He'd rather 
fight this with his sister than anyone else, even if she was 
undeniably lovesick. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Snotlout growled, hunched up against the ice barricade. He 
grabbed a handful of broken ice and patted it against Hiccup's face. 
He jolted awake . <p> 

"What happened?" Hiccup asked, blinking. He was probably focusing his 
vision . 

"You got winded. We're hiding, on some miraculous stroke of luck," 
Snotlout whispered back. "Fishlegs found this mini-cave which barely 
holds us. Stay awake." 

Fishlegs continued, "The father dragon is completely insane. He's 
already killed most of Drago ' s guards. We were lucky to get here. 

He's been blowing fire for the past five minutes trying to kill 
us ! " 

Hiccup sat up a bit. "Where are our dragons?" 

Snotlout winced from the pain in his leg; he was stupid enough to 
move it. "While you were knocked out from the heat, they tried to 
come in, but the king thought they were threats too. They flew away 
though. I think they're okay." 

"Good." Hiccup finally mustered enough alertness to have it all 
stored in his head. Now he was wide awake. "We need to get this 
dragon to trust us." 

"How?" Snotlout whisper hissed. "He thinks we're trying to kill his 
kids, which aren't even really his kids, they're just metaphorical 
kids ! " 

Hiccup sighed. He massaged his head, reluctant that the headache 
hadn't subsided. "Okay, okay think! If you're trying to gain the 
trust of a parent who thinks you're trying to kill his kids, what do 
you do?" 

Snotlout grimaced. "I don't know." 

"How bad is the pain in your leg?" Fishlegs demanded, almost 
lethally . 

Snotlout growled, "It's broken. Keep talking, how are we going to 
defeat this guy?" 


"I don't think we cana€ | or should." Hiccup peered out, lucky that the 



swing of the dragon's tail just missed him. The king circled around 
his children, all of his visible enemies vanquished. He whimpered 
softly, shielding his children with his wings, who all cried for him 
to release them. The King mourned his helplessness in a disgruntled 
shriek . 

"A grieving father," Hiccup muttered. "Impossible to 
comforta€ | " 

"a€| unless his kids are freed," Fishlegs finished. 

Snotlout angrily murmured, "So, what are you geniuses planning? 
Because from what I get, we're just going to waltz in there, hope he 
still doesn't think we're the bad guys, avoid any sort of fiery 
blast, free the kids, and then he'll trust us?" 

"It's worth a shot," Fishlegs confirmed. "Though, the chances of 
surviving are in the low double digits, maybe forty or 
thirty . " 

Snotlout blankly frowned. "Wow. How encouraging. Thank you Fishlegs 
Ingerman . " 

Hiccup growled, "Let's just try it." 

He inched out of the miniature cave, ready for almost anything. He 
slowly crept forward, fighting the darkness seeping into the corner 
of his eyes. 

"Are you guys coming?" he whispered. 

"Yeah, " Snotlout said, but bit back a growl of pain when he moved his 
left leg. 

Fishlegs compassionately examined the leg. "Hiccup, his leg's too 
fragile to move. I'll stay here with him." 

"No, you don't!" Snotlout hissed. "I'm fine. Dragon nerds go and get 
us out of here. I'm fine, go!" 

Fishlegs cringed, debating which course of action was statistically 
appealing. But a daring look from both Hiccup and Snotlout forced him 
to follow the future chief outside. 

They slowly crawled out, keeping their eyes glued to the Dragon 
King . 

He spotted them. 

A thunderous roar shook the cave. _Don't come here my children, _it 
warned . 

Hiccup threw up his hands. "It's okay, it's okay! We won't hurt you," 
he whispered. Then louder, "We won't hurt you." 

The king's gaze refocused its deathly glow. He seethed fire through 
his teeth, melting patches of ice below him to puddles. 

"He's not buying it," Fishlegs whispered. 



"Really? I'd never have guessed," Hiccup squeaked. To the king, he 
said, "I was trying to free your children!" He held out his hand, 
reaching for his snout. His arms were wide open, surrendering 
himself . 

The father crept closer to Hiccup, growling. Fishlegs backed up but 
Hiccup stayed put. The dragon's eye was soon parallel to his. Hiccup 
saw his reflection in the iris, and couldn't help but shrink. This 
dragon was massive and he was just the village runt. Why did he think 
he could face this guy? 

The father's growling grew much louder. He made a barking sound. 
Hiccup back up, horrified, as the dragon inched closer to 
him . 

"Hey!" a sharp cry bellowed. 

The dragon jerked his head to the entrance. Hiccup and Fishlegs had 
to peer over its head to see the person. 

There stood Astrid aside Stormfly and Toothless and Hookfang. Ruffnut 
and Tuffnut stood beside Barf and Belch, Meatlug just a footstep 
away. Keeping eye contact with the father, Astrid stroked Stormfly 's 
chin and patted Toothless' head. "I'm not hurting them." 

"Right ! " Hiccup pleaded, thankful for whatever miracle brought the 
riders here but not thinking of it just now. "Astrid' s not hurting 
them. We won't hurt your children!" 

Fishlegs whispered, "Hiccup, the dragons can't speak Norse." 

"I know that, just bear with me!" 

Unexpectedly, more dragons flew in. Gustav and his team 
landed . 

"W-we saw the smoke!" he breathed. "Whoa! Big dragona€ | !" 

Astrid tensed, not wanting a panicking Gustav to worsen the 
situation. She hissed, "Get off your dragons and show that you're not 
hurting them! Just do it!" 

Not knowing why, but knowing better than to oppose the mean girl, 
Gustav and his riders copied their teachers' stance. The riders were 
tense and their breathing almost unnaturally quick. But they hoped 
that this meager plea for an alliance softened the king, if only a 
bit . 

It didn't. 

He roared, swung his tail, tore at the chains with his teeth but it 
had little to no effect. His children pleaded for him to stop choking 
them in high-pitched, squeaking cries. Helpless and frustrated, the 
father roared unmercifully and turned to the intruders. 

Hiccup cringed, frighteneda€ | horrified . "Ideas?" he whispered to 
Fishlegs, possibly to Snotlout if he could hear. "I need ideas. 

Now ! " 


Fishlegs shook violently. "I have no idea. Survival chances are now 



at five percent!" 


Hiccup whimpered again, hearing Snotlout's heavy breathing behind 
him . 

The dragon roared again. 

_Whoosh! _A speeding dragon's wings whistled and a tough, feminine 
battle cry howled. The dragon stopped right behind Gustav's team, but 
the rider flew over them and landed almost directly in between the 
dragon and Hiccup. She stood and steadied herself, her arm poising a 
sword directly at the dragon. 

"a€|Mom, " Hiccup whispered. 

Valka growled, swishing her braids out of her vision. She glowered at 
the dragon, hissing. "Alright, big boy," she growled. "I know you're 
protecting your kids, but I'm a parent too and if you hurt my 
hatchling I will skin you, guaranteed. I know you don't anger the 
father, but that is my least concern. _You _should be scared of 


The father roared. The sword was the last straw; it was a weapon of 
skinning dragons' hides. The father reared up on its hind legs, 
flexed his claws, and stretched its wings. If this dragon was big 
before, it was enormous now. It gargled, and the bubbling sound of 
churning lava softly echoed from its belly. 

Valka slowly moved to the closest chained dragon, and swung her sword 
upward to snap the chain in half. She hammered it down, but the sword 
only bounced back. She toppled backward, next to Hiccup. 

The dragon father hissed in a breath, the glow of the fire 
illuminating in his throat. 

At the entrance, Astrid screamed, startled. More dragons roared, 
confused. And another battle cry bellowed. 

Hiccup was grabbed by an arm, and dragged along with such force that 
the scenery glazed across his eyes. He felt the heat behind his body, 
panicked for a momenta€ | did Snotlout and Fishlegs get out of the 
inferno's path? He finally landed and backward somersaulted. His 
headache pounded. He grunted, concealing the pain, but his mother's 
shout made it worse. 

"Stoick!" she shrieked. "Why did you do that?" 

"Did you want to die?" he retorted. 

"Stop thinking that you know what to do!" she growled. 

Snotlout's whining cry interrupted them. "Leg hurting like eternal 
flame, here! Hello? Can we get outta here?" 

Hiccup glanced up to see Fishlegs and Spitelout helping Snotlout walk 
to Hookfang. Spitelout ' s shield was blackened by fire's touch. He 
must've shielded the teenagers. 

Astrid waved the younger riders out of the cave, screaming. She 
yelled at Gobber to lead them out, which he did. 



Tuffnut threw Snotlout onto Hookfang, Ruffnut brought the distraught 
Fishlegs to Meatlug, and Astrid finally looked to the other three, 
still in the prison, with the hellish dragon. 

"Haddock family!" she screamed. "Time to go! Hurry up!" Stormfly 
shrieked, knowing that Astrid couldn't stay back to help Hiccup this 
time. She herded her rider away from him, stooped down, let Astrid 
mount, and hightailed it out of there. 

Toothless, who waited for the right moment, pranced forward, 
screeching to a stop and scooping up his rider. Hiccup blindly hooked 
the foot on. He nodded, hopelessly groggy, and Toothless shot forward 
to the exit. 

Thornado and Firebreath nipped at the father dragon, almost hopping 
towards their riders, trying to rescue them. 

"No!" Valka shouted. "We can't leave! They're still chained and Drago 
will be back! We cana€ | " 

"There's no time!" Stoick cried. "That dragon is beyond 
consoling ! " 

"Listen to me!" Valka shrieked. 

"No, you listen!" Stoick boomed. "I am not going to let you stay 
here! Come now or I'll drag you with me!" 

Valka glared at him, cursed, and raced to the infuriated dragon. 

She outstretched her arms, knelt down and made shushing noises. "It's 
okay, listen It ' sa€ | " 

Muscular, strong arms wrapped around her torso. They lifted her up 
and trapped her on Thornado. 

"Stoick! " 

"You're coming with me!" 

He kicked Thornado ' s shoulder. Hard. Thornado never flew with more 
speed than he did out of that cave. Firebreath automatically followed 
his female rider, who was overpowered by the man holding her 
down . 

When they escaped the tunnel, she finally stopped resisting Stoick. 
Her head drooped, breathing hard in order to regain herself. 

Stoick sighed. "Val, Ia€ i " 

She turned and punched him. "Don't talk to me ! I told youa€ | I told 
youa€ | " Unable to continue, she turned away from him, shedding silent 
tears . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The speed of cold air hissing against him awoke Hiccup, and he 
was panicking. No, not really panicking, justa€ | frantic . They were 
riding home, but not so far away from the mountain that they couldn't 



fly back. The adults had ordered them to return home. They were 
somewhere else, for a reason which he didn't know. But Mom looked 
like she was crying. <p> 

Snotlout rode Hookfang in an awkward position, keeping his leg in the 
disjointed, sideways way. 

Fishlegs stared at his leg, assessing it. "We need to land on one of 
these ice islands so I can set it." 

"It's fine!" Snotlout insisted angrily. 

Hiccup shook his head. "Just do as he says! He knows more about 
fixing legs than you do!" 

"Shut up about stupid Fishlegs brains!" Snotlout cried. "My leg is 
killing me! " 

"For the lovea€ | " Ruffnut grunted, "Just let Fishy fix it!" 

"What broke it?" Tuffnut asked. 

"A guard landed on it weird." He hissed back a curse and bit his lip. 
"Oh fine! I swallow my pride! Someone fix it, please!" 

Hiccup had tuned out the broken leg drama at this point. As he flew 
further and further away from the ice cave, he couldn't help but look 
back. Those dragonsa€ i those helpless creatures were 
trappeda€ | 

"Hiccup!" Astrid jolted him awake with volume. "What is it?" 

Hiccup bit his lip, his mind racing, pounding, hammering his 
creativity with ideasa€ | any idea! He needed it! 

Finally, after only a few moments of eternity, he shouted, "I know 
how to free those dragons ! " 

"How?" Astrid yelled. 

Hiccup raised his voice and circled to the front of the pack, 
stopping them, making them hover. He shouted to his academy students, 
"Listen to me, everyone! The chains were anchored in ice! If we go 
back in there and melt the ice, the chains will be free and the 
dragons can go ! " 

"Are you crazy?" Fishlegs screamed. "Even if the chains are free, 
they still won't be able to fly solo! They'll be stuck together for 
the rest of their lives!" 

Hiccup growled, opposed to any resistance. He shouted, "That's why 
we'll get them to trust us and then the big, strong, 
muscle-worshipping Vikings will break the chains! Understand?" 

Even Astrid was stunned by his tone. Where had this tyrant come from? 
Where was Hiccup? 

Hiccup awaited his answer, furious when he didn't get one. "Well, are 
we going to do this?" 



Astrid raised her hand hesitantly. "Hiccupa€|" 


"Are we going to do this!" 

Gustav laughed. Thirteen year olds often longed for stupid fights 
just like this one. "Yeah, you bet! Come on guys!" With little 
debate, his team followed him back to the ice mountain. 

Hiccup eyed his friends malevolently. "Now, are my closest friends 
with me or do I have to settle for Gustav?" 

Snotlout made a disbelieving face. "Uh, my leg is killing me. Thanks 
for asking me first." 

Astrid shook her head. Whoever this angry Viking was, it wasn't her 
Hiccup. "Will you listen? You're heading into this too fast!" 

"No, Astrid, we can do it!" 

Fishlegs angrily urged, "Hiccup! I'm with Astrid on this. You're 
going into this way too fast. Plan it out! We can come back for 
them ! " 

"That's two votes out," Hiccup cynically snapped. "What about you 
three? " 

"My leg is killing me!" Snotlout shouted. "Thank you very 
much ! " 

"Three votes, " Hiccup continued. 

Tuffnut slurred, "Okay, what I want to know is why we have to go 
back . " 

Ruffnut cringed. "You opened that stitched wounda€ | " 

Hiccup gaped. "We need to help them. You remember what you did to 
them five years ago, before I stepped in! What you were planning to 
do? You were no better than Drago ! " 

"Whoever you are, just stop!" Astrid bellowed. "Where's Hiccup! Where 
is he? Bring him back!" 

Hiccup eyed her, disbelieving. "I'm trying to free the dragons!" 

"By endangering everyone else? A chief wouldn't do that! Come on. 
Hiccup! Where are you?" 

Hiccup breathed hard, but his face remained carved in the horrid 
expression of tyranny and bloodthirsty vengeance. Astrid never wanted 
to see it again. 

Hiccup finally spoke. "We were going to do this. We promised that we 
would do this! Now, not all of you need to come, but we have an 
obligation to those dragons. We went in there with intent to free 
them, and so help me we will finish it!" 

Snotlout piped, "My leg hurts. Don't know if anyone 
noticed . " 



"Argh!" Hiccup grunted. "Fishlegs! Fix his leg!" 

Fishlegs murmured, "Yes sir." If the teens swore they heard sarcasm 
and disrespect in Fishlegs' voice, they were probably right. But 
Fishlegs still signaled Hookfang to land on the island directly below 
them . 

In just a few moments, Snotlout restlessly laid against Hookfang' s 
wing, wincing from the pain that shot every time he flinched. 

Snotlout grasped Hookfang' s wing hook and tightly clenched it, hoping 
that it wouldn't break from his super human strength. 

Fishlegs stroked the dislocated knee and Snotlout hissed in pain. 
"Careful Fishlegs, please!" 

Fishlegs sighed. "It's going to get worse." 

Above them, the debating screams of Hiccup and Astrid rang through 
the sky. 

"Shut up already," Snotlout yelled upward. "Just go! What's the harm 
in trying ! " 

Fishlegs rubbed his ear, certain that Snotlout had damaged an inner 
organ with that scream. Ignoring it, Fishlegs huffed, "That plan is 
the worst. It's foolhardy and stupid. Hiccup hasn't even considered 
all the variables! So many things could go wrong!" 

Snotlout grimaced as Fishlegs pulled white cloths from his medical 
bag. "I hate the plan as much as you do, but we still need to help 
him." 

"Yeah, buta€ | " 

Snotlout shook his head. "Shut up and fix my leg. I'll go and fight 
with him then." 

"SnotaC | " 

"Just do it!" 

Fishleg sighed, gripped the leg, and jerked it. 

A blood-curdling cry yelped as the leg harshly cracked. 

Fishlegs quickly set it, often glancing to the ice cave. Astrid had 
apparently been convinced to go with Hiccup, willing or unwilling. 

The twins had as well, but if Fishlegs knew them it was solely for 
avoiding Snotlout 's whining, which was unexpectedly minimal. 

"Hurry up!" Snotlout growled. "We need to go before he makes a stupid 
mistake . " 

Fishlegs started. "You think this is a mistake?" 

"Yeah! Duh ! But it's the only plan we've got. It's stupid, but we 
need to help him anyway. No one's going to convince Hiccup 
otherwise ! " 


Fishlegs nodded, agreeing with Snotlout, but afraid of his 



prediction. Hiccup wouldn't see the other side. He just wouldn't. 


* * 


* 


><p>Valka stomped off.<p> 

"Val ! Wait!" Stoick chased after her. He had ordered his party to 
land so he could talk to her. He had ordered the children back home, 
knowing full well they'd disobey, but at this point he didn't care. 
"Val ! " 


"No!" she shouted. "Don't talk to me!" 


"I did what I thought was right!" 


"As a chief always does!" she sarcastically snapped. She ran her 
fingers through her hair, signaling that she was furious. "You-you 
could've listened to me!" 


"I did!" 


"Oh no, smart guy!" she warned. "You did not listen to me ! I said go 
in all at once, but heaven forbid you listen to your wife, so you 
charge in! Why didn't you listen to me?" 


"I didn't think that your plan wasa€ | " 


"Shut up!" Valka screamed. "Just be quiet!" She breathed hard, 
holding back tears but she made sure her husband didn't know 
it . 


Stoick too shook his head, looking to the ground. "I don't know what 
to do, Val. Tell me what to do." He looked at her, then discovering 
that he couldn't, looked to the sky. "I'm at that point where you 
need to tell mea€ i oh that stupid kid!" 

"What?" Valka snapped when Stoick mounted Thornado 
unannounced . 


Stiock growled, "Your kid's going back there!" 

"What!" She searched the sky, and her son's riders were all returning 
to the cave. She hoarsely whispered, "Why do you have to be so much 
like your dad!" 

She took off on Firebreath, Stoick being just a few feet ahead of 
her. The other adults also noticed the danger but were well behind 
them, so Valka seized the solitude. 

"Stoick," she called. "Promise me we'll get him back!" 

"I promise!" he called. 

"You promise me!" she repeated. 

Stoick looked to her, his eyes speaking volume. He said with all 
sincerity, "I promise." 

Valka sighed. That would have to do for now. 



><p>Hiccup ordered the dragons to walk once they entered the cave. He 
wanted to approach this like his mom would, calm and confident, not 
sneaking through the shadows hoping that everything would be 
alright . <p> 

He turned to his followers, imagining the cursing face of Astrid into 
a loyal one, like the rest. Ruffnut and Tuffnut smiled gleefully; 
they were ready and willing for any fight. Hiccup sighed; that naA've 
and fearless involvement was the best that he'd get from 
them . 

"Okay, here' s how this will work," Hiccup explained. "We walk in 
there together, slowly. Until he trusts us, we do not make a move at 
all. Don't even flinch. When he trusts us, and only when he trusts 
us, we slowly melt the ice, giving only enough fire to melt. Under no 
circumstances can the fire be enough to make him think we're hurting 
his kids. We'll pick the locks to free them, I guess. 

Understood? " 

The teenagers nodded, Ruffnut and Tuffnut as well, but more 
hesitantly. Astrid kept her face locked and her arms folded. 

"Is there a problem, Astrid?" 

"What are we going to do if he never trusts us and charges 
us?" 


"Flee. We'll be close enough that we can do it." 

"What if he suddenly doesn't trust us in the cave and some of us 
don't make it out?" 

Some of the children gasped, apparently exposed to new, unconsidered 
information . 

Hiccup snapped, "That won't happen." 

"What if the tailfin catches on fire and you can't get out?" 

"Thank you Astrid for that healthy and almost unneeded dose of 
pessimism. Shall we go?" 

Astrid huffed, but kept her mouth shut, worrying and scaring everyone 
there. Astird usually said something. Why not now? 

Hiccup nodded and held his arm shoulder height. He thrust it forward, 
signaling the troupe to walk forward. They did so with cautious, yet 
immediate obedience. They kept walking, the only sound being Gustav's 
heavy breathing. Tuffnut wanted to whisper, "It's quiet!" just to 
relieve the tension, but he had learned from past experience that for 
some reason, people didn't like him interrupting tension. Ruffnut 
scanned the front of the cave, keeping an eye-out for that huge 
dragon. And AstridaC | just stared at her Hiccup, who had changed so 
quickly it seemed someone had climbed into his skin and replaced him. 
_Hiccup, where are you? _She mentally demanded. 

Hiccup clenched his teeth, tensing, making Toothless cringe but he 
didn't know it. This was it. He could do this! This was his job! He'd 



do it! As he rounded the corner, ready to climb into the ice cave, 
the Dragon King shot his head up from behind the wall. 

Hiccup jumped in shock. He heard his riders gasp, but he didn't turn 
around to see them. "No one move, " he whispered so softly that it was 
barely heard. 

The Dragon King just stared at them, his eyes fueled with hate. He 
hissed, making Toothless tense up and growl. 

"Steady buda€ i " Hiccup warned, rubbing Toothless' snout but keeping 
his eyes on the dragon. 

The king kept growling. The possibility crossed Hiccup's mind that 
the dragon may never trust them, but no! That couldn't happen! It 
couldn ' t ! 

He'd win this fight. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Drago chuckled darkly, letting the pure brilliance of his plan 
parade in his mind. His son Eret held his hand out to the Grocnkle, 
which later touched it. "Dad! Dad, it's working! "<p> 

"I can see that," Drago muttered. The Gronckle was the easiest dragon 
to train, the stupid kiddy thing, an insult to mighty dragons, but 
even Drago was sane enough to work his way upward and not being with 
the Monstrous Nightmare. 

Olaf lumbered up to him his burned leg slowly heating. "More of the 
men report success with their dragons, sir. Most have trained 
Nadders . " 

"Good! Very good!" he smiled darkly. "And those posted around the 
dragon cave?" 

"They're watching for her. They will capture her when she 
returns . " 

"They better," Drago threatened. "I've waited twenty years for this 
moment, and nothing's going to hinder me." 

"Yes sir. Sir, I still marvel at how you learned about training 
dragons from watching Valka once." 

"I didn't watch her just once. I've watched her since she came to us. 
Are you telling me that you didn't sense her peculiar ways when we 
met her, the way she defended the dragons when we trapped them, the 
way she spent time with them and fed them extra food? I've learned 
everything we need to know from in three years, and the brilliance of 
it is that she doesn't even know it." 

Olaf nodded, let his master bathe in his own admiration. After a few 
moments, he asked, "What is the next phase in the plan, sir?" 

Drago smiled. "After we trap her, glory is next!" He laughed darkly, 
"These dragons are mine now." 



><p><em>AN: Couple of things ... <em> 


_I hope this is a good cliffhanger and a good continuation of the 
last one. Please let me know! Don't worry, there's more action to 
come! Hope you like it! Read/Review/Criticize/Enjoy! 

><em> 


15. Chapter 15 

_AN : There are some things in here that I am DEFINITE will not be in 
the sequel but I added anyway so I could keep it interesting. Also, 
there might be a conflict with the TV series, but I couldn't watch 
it, so forgive me please. Read/Review/En joy/Criticize !_ 

_Special thanks to KatieMarie999 (read her stories, you won't regret 
it) for giving me extra insight when I needed it. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 15<p> 

Fishlegs helped Snotlout climb onto Hookfang's neck, a trying ordeal 
even if Hookfang had lowered himself as close to the ground as 
possible. The splint was tight and unshakable, but Fishlegs still 
worried. Gothi, the chief healer, probably could've done a better 
job; he was just a student, so was it good enough? 

"Don't put pressure on it," he cautioned for the twelfth time. 

"I get it!" Snotout cried. "You don't have to tell me again. _Don't_ 
tell me again ! " 

"Are you sure you can go and fight?" 

"I'm a Viking!" Snotlout said as he gripped Hookfang's horns. "And so 
are you. So let's go stop Hiccup from doing something 
stupid ! " 

Fishlegs mounted Meatlug as Hookfang cautiously took off. "I just 
hope it's not too late, girl." 

Meatlug gurled and shot into the sky. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup remained in his frozen state, staring into the glowering 
eyes of the Dragon King. He tried his best to appear made out of 
marble, but he could tell his thumping heart was shaking his 
body . <p> 


The need for absolute stillness prevented him from glancing back to 
his riders to examine their sanity. He hadn't heard even a whimper 
yet, so he assumed everything was alright. He hoped it was. 


The Dragon King stepped upward, onto the ice. He growled, his eyes 
predicting even more death. 


"Stillness," Hiccup softly and slowly warned. "Stillness. 



"Hiccup!" Astrid hissed. "We have to go. Now! It was a good idea but 
we have to go ! " 

"Wait," Hiccup shushed. "This might work." 

"No, it won't!" Gustav cried. He flew out of the cave, the younger 
riders following him immediately. Only Hiccup, Astrid, and Ruffnut 
and Tuffnut were left. All were shocked that the King remained still. 
He was focused on Hiccup. Did he recognize him? 

Ruffnut whispered, "I think it wants to kill us." 

Tuffnut leaned to her. "Yeah. Now might be a good time to go." 

"No one's going anywhere." The body was Hiccup's, but no one 
recognized that heartless voice. 

"Hiccup, " Astrid pleaded. "Hiccup, please. We have to go!" 

Hiccup shook his head. "We've got to do this!" 

Astrid reached her boiling point. She knew what the issue was, and 
forbid it if she didn't confront him now. "You've proved you're 
worthy of the chieftain!" she hissed. "A thousand times over, but if 
you keep dragging us into this mistake we'll all die and the past 
five years of proving yourself will be gone! Just come back and we 
can forget that you made this mistake!" 

Hiccup bit his lip, the dragon seething hard. Hot breath blew against 
his skin, little spurts of fire escaping the corners of the beast's 
mouth. He tried to peer past the dragon, but the father guarded his 
children almost too well. 

Astrid' s words still clearly repeated in his mind. To a point, she 
was wrong, wrong about the cause of his foolish renegade, well 
partially wrong; but to a degree, she was right. He sighed, muttered 
a curse to himself, and ordered, "Turn back." 

"Don't need to tell me twice!" Tuffnut worriedly said. 

"Me either, " Ruffnut seconded. Without a command. Barf and Belch 
fled. 

Astrid turned Stomrfly, but froze when she saw Hiccup still there. 
"Hiccup!" she hissed. "Come on!" 

Hiccup slowly glanced to her, licking his lips. He shook his head. "I 
can't leave them." 

Astrid breathed hard. She knew it now, her Hiccup was back, but he 
was still as foolish as the old one. "Hiccup, we can't do anything 
for them now. The father won't let us! So come before he decides 
you're a murderer! Please!" 

Hiccup felt the heat thicken. Sweat formed on his brow as he looked 
back to the dragon. "Please, please let me help." 


The dragon shrieked. 



"Hiccup ! " 


Astrid cried. "Now!" 


This yellow-haired vermin's shout was a threat, the father decided. 

He angled himself, ready to pounce. 

Hiccup closed his eyes. "Go Toothless," he whispered. 

Immediately, they took flight, just as the father leapt after them. 
The riders earnestly prayed that they could outrun the dragon, but 
hope was slipping fast. 

Astrid kicked Stormfly's shins. "Faster! Faster!" 

Hiccup cringed as he felt heat inch closer to him. He glanced behind 
him. The dragon's head was just inches from Toothless's 
tail . 

"Faster bud! Faster, please!" Hiccup knew that Toothless probably 
couldn't go faster, not in this twisting cave. 

The sun's light peered in from around the bend. They were 
close . 

"Come on!" Astrid yelled. "Go! Go! Go!" 

Hiccup leaned forward, making them more streamlined, but the father 
flew faster still. 

"Come on!" Hiccup cried. 

Hiccup looked ahead of him, saw ice melting from the top of the door. 
Gobber hung by the entrance. "Kids! Out! Now!" he cried. He was 
joined by deafening voices. 

Hiccup and Astrid ducked as they torpedoed through the entrance. 
Hiccup whirled around once he felt the outside, only to see boulders 
of broken ice guard cave entrance shut, consequence of a melting 
cascade by Stoick and Spitelout. 

The king, infuriated, banged his head against them five times. The 
dragons readied fire, ready to protect their riders. However, 
deciding this new defense was satisfactory, the king retreated back 
to his children. In his mind, the threat was gone. 

Stoick sighed heavily, glancing to his son, inspecting him for burn 
wounds. When he saw none, he scanned the elders, teenagers, and newly 
joined Snotlout and Fishlegs. Snotlout looked slightly annoyed that 
he missed the fight, or was he cringing from the pain in his leg? Not 
caring, Stoick ordered, "Everyone back to Berk now. We've tried, and 
it won't work. No more trying again, understood?" He looked directly 
at Hiccup, his eyes bearing exhaustion and frustration. Hiccup knew 
that look too well, and nodded. 

The others nodded too and didn't waste a second directing the dragons 
back home. Everyone had learned to read the signs of when the chief 
was angry, and no one dared question him, Valka the most. 

She flew past her son as they headed back to Berk. "Are you alright, 
honey? " 



"Fine. I'm not hurt, don't worry. 


She reached to his cheek and rubbed it. "Are you sure you're 
okay ? " 

"Yes, Mom. I'll be fine. I-I want to be alone for a bit." 

Reluctant, she nodded, and gently moved away from Hiccup. 

For the rest of the journey home. Hiccup tailed the back, followed by 
Gobber, put there secretly by Stoick to make sure that Hiccup didn't 
sneak off. Gobber would've argued that guarding the heir was 
unnecessary, but he too learned to never oppose Stoick when he had 
that murderous gleam in his eyes. Hiccup, for the most part, remained 
silent, even motionless, but moved his head when Astrid maneuvered to 
be beside him. Not needing another clue, Gobber backed up a bit, 
knowing the couple would pretend he wasn't there. 

Astrid accepted the gift of privacy, and snapped, "That was a really 
close call." She didn't mean for her voice to bite like that, but she 
couldn't really find an excuse to not chastise Hiccup. 

Hiccup nodded, absent-minded. "I know. We-we'll talk about it later, 
if that ' s okay . " 

Now Astrid felt guilty for snapping at him, though she probably 
shouldn't have. She hated it when he got that depressed look in his 
eyes, the one that made him look like a small Terrible Terror begging 
for food that was irresistible. Why did he have to be so good with 
that look? 

She sighed, and continued, "I told you that we'd forget that this 
happened. You made a mistake. Your dad's made plenty of 
mistakes ! " 

"I know," Hiccup muttered. Then he was silent. 

Astrid bit her tongue, uncertain of how to continue but finding it 
unbearable to not talk. She just watched Hiccup. Several times, he 
glanced from his father to his mother and back again. Once, he 
glanced back to the ice cave. 

Gobber saw Hiccup's glance, slid his hook across his neck, and limply 
drooped his head to his shoulder. He mouthed, "No!" 

Hiccup absently nodded, and turned his head to the direction of Berk. 
Astrid could tell that home was the last place he wanted or needed to 
be. And Hiccup knew it. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The usual "Welcome Home" party met them at the Great Hall, but 
one look at the sea of grim faces and the throng knew they bore bad 
news . <p> 

"Didn't it work?" Phlegma asked, daring to speak. 

"We failed, " Stoick announced to those gathered. "The King freed 
himself before we could get to the children." 



"Will you try again?" an unknown person asked. 


"I could go by myself," Valka volunteered. "I wouldn't be endangering 
anyone else . " 

Stoick sighed. "I'm not ready to try again yeta€ | " 

"I said just me," she hissed, so only he could hear. 

Ignoring her, he loudly said, "but we may try again soon. Everybody 
just sleep on it tonight. We'll wait maybe two days and we'll try 
again. Good night." 

Acknowledging the chief's adieu, the crowd slowly dispersed, some to 
ale, some to dinner, and some to bed. Hiccup wandered to the closest 
table and sat. In the distance, he overheard Fishlegs and Snotlout 
debating the broken leg. 

"If you let me, I can make something for you to help you walk so you 
don't have to hop." 

"Really?" Snotout jeered. "For a minute I thought you were going to 
condemn me to my bed for nine years ! " 

"It won't be nine years, technically. Just two months, maybe 
three . " 

"How big is the maybe?" 

"If you don't do as I say, it's huge." 

Snotlout rolled his eyes. "Okay. What contraption are you hiccupping 
into existence?" 

Hiccup caught the use of his name as a verb of inventing, but shook 
it off. Snotlout would be like this for the three months it would 
take to heal, which wasn't too far from his normal self, so Hiccup 
shouldn't have been too surprised. 

He rubbed his head and scanned the remaining crowd. Lucky for him, he 
caught his parents slipping outside. Overcome with whatever emotion 
he had, he tiptoed out, desperate to see what the problem was. His 
heart pleaded for peace between his parents, but something told him 
that it wouldn't be soon. 

"I know what you're going to say," Hiccup heard Stoick 
begin . 

"Really? Let's test that. Here's what I'm saying: I'm going to fly 
around on Firebreath for a while to cool off. You do whatever you 
want to cool off; bang your head against a rock, or something. I'll 
meet you back at your house and we'll talk like you desperately want 
to." Without another word, she leapt onto the dragon and took 
of f . 

Stoick cried, "If you just let me finish my sentencesa€ | Blast it, 

Val ! " He kicked a nearby barrel, sending it flying down the hill and 
crashing into a house, but he looked like he didn't care. 

Hiccup sighed heavily, ordering his tears to stay inside. This was 



going to be a very long night. 

A hand grabbed his, but he knew who it was. 

"I-It'll be okay," Astrid said. She kissed him, but he didn't suffer 
his usual fit of blushing. 

There was silence for a long time between them. Astrid eventually 
forced Hiccup to walk with her down the steps and she led him like a 
dog to the woods. He strolled beside her, dead-like. They were well 
into the brush before he spoke. 

"I'm scared Astrid," he finally admitted. "The fear of them splitting 
up hasn't gone away. This whole trip made it worse." 

"Is that a reason why you went back to the ice cave?" 

Hiccup sighed, clutched her hand tighter. "I went back because I saw 
everything falling apart. The one thing my parents finally agreed on 
fell to pieces. I-I just wanted to make it right." 

"Hiccup, it's not your fault that it didn't work. It's nobody's 
fault . " 

"I knowa€ | " Hiccup believed her, but he wasn't sure his parents 
shared her view. "Astrid? Was what I did stupid?" 

"Are you kidding? That's the dumbest question I've ever heard! Of 
course what you did was stupid!" 

He winced. 

Astrid smiled, happy she found his vulnerable spot. Warriors did that 
naturally. "But it was no more stupid than someone riddled with 
emotions like you were." She kissed his cheek. "Are you still mad at 
your parents?" 

"Yes . " 

She sighed quietly. "Hiccup, they've been separated for thirteen 
years. You can't expect it to be a happily ever after ending halfway 
through the story." 

"I don't," Hiccup said. "I just expect them to sit down and listen to 
each other with a shred of civility, but they're both too stubborn to 
do it ! " 

"Whoa, so you got stubbornness from _both _sides?" Astrid 
teased . 

"Yup. I got a double dosage. Hooray for me." 

She smiled, happy that he was still Hiccup enough to make a joke. 
"Well, then, if you've got double the stubbornness, maybe you should 
be their mediator." 

"Mediator? " 

"Yeah, you know, throw an axe around until they're terrified and sit 
down. Then you just talk it out with them. If they figure out their 



kid knows more about their relationship than they do, they'll act 
less like toddlers." 

Hiccup smiled, a sure sign that he was feeling better. "I might try 
it, but only you can whirl an axe around and scare people. 

Thanks . " 

"Any time, " she sighed as she held his hand tighter, enjoying the 
small flakes of snow that just started to fall. "Any time." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka hooded her head, battling the snow that blew across the 
island. Firebreath had huddled with the other dragons in the stable, 
but now she trekked alone to her old house. Was it her house anymore? 
She supposed not . <p> 

She raced through town, hoping to not be spotted by anyone. The last 
thing she needed was useless marriage advice, exaggerated 
condolences, and trout pie. Eventually, in an unknown amount of time, 
she climbed the stairs to her housea€|no, her husband ' sa€ i Stoick ' s 
house. She wanted to knock, but if someone saw her, they would know 
about their problem. But didn't she and Stoick give enough clues as 
it was? She growled, frustrated with herself, and shoved the door 
open . 

"Stoick?" she called. "Are you here?" 

"Yes," he called from the back. He sauntered forward. "How was your 
flight?" 

"Okay once the storm hit." She shook the snow off her coat and took 
it off. "How was your method of relaxation?" 

He sighed. "Satisfying, I guess." 

"Good." She sat by the fireplace. A horrid fear grasped her soul when 
she saw the corner Stoick threw her on, but she shoved it down. Those 
memories couldn't resurface here. 

Stoick huffed and took the chair opposite of her. They stared at each 
other, the docile fire's light glowing onto them. Valka eventually 
looked away, mistakenly to the corner of the fireplace. She gasped 
when the fear clenched her heart again, and the uncontrolled memories 
returned . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"<em>Stoick, you're hurting me!" Valka cried. <em> 

"_Shut up!" he hollered. __ 

_Valka winced as he tore her upper arm, stretching her shoulder until 
it ached. Her feet were dragged along the ground as he raced to the 
house. He hauled her up the stairs and flew the door open. She 
screamed as he threw her into the house. She tripped over her own 
feet and she collapsed on the stone wall of the hearth. She cried in 
pain, grasped her shoulder, and blinked away tears. Even the 
slightest touch to her shoulder sent cascades of pain to her chest 
and the rest of her arm. 



_Stoick hollered, "Stop whining and get up!" He slammed the door 
shut 

_She shushed him. "You'll wake Hiccup," she pleaded, letting a tear 
fall. "Don't wake him."_ 

_Stoick maniacally nodded. "Oh, that's what's wrong? You'll be happy 
to know he wanted to have a sleepover at Uncle Gobber's. We have 
absolute privacy. 

_Valka cringed. Her last line of defense was gone._ 

"_What were you doing?" Stoick cried. He grew impatient with her 
lying on the floor and lifted her up, ignoring her cry of pain. "You 
trained a dragon! You-you ' vea€ | do you realize what you've done? I-I 
don't have the words ! "_ 

"_Stoick, Ia€ i I discovered it long agoa€ | 

"_So your betrayal goes back that far? How far? Our marriage! Our 
marriage is based on lies!"_ 

"_That ' s not true!" _ 

"_Then tell me what's true, Val ! Here I am, looking for you to help 
you get past Dagur trying to drown our son this morning, and then I 
find you're training a dragon ! "_ 

"_Just let mea€ i 

"_Val, I can't even look at you! You've betrayed your people, you've 
betrayed me, you've betrayed your son! 

"_0r I've helped you! If the dragons are inherently peaceful then we 
can end the war ! 

"_Inherent lya€ | inherenta€ | " Stoick paced around, punched the wall, 
and screamed, "The beasts who killed my father are inherently 
peaceful ! 

_Valka winced, scared beyond words. "I justa€ | 

_Stoick slapped her ._ 

_She almost fell to the ground but regained her balance. _ 

_Stoick leaned down to her and seethed, "Never take the dragons' side 
again. Don't you dare sympathize with them ever again. Do you hear 
me? 


_She nodded, feeling the sting of the slap register. "Well, now what 
will I do? Raise Hiccup while I watch you tear those beats 
apart ? 

"_What did I just tell you!" Stoick demanded. "Never take the 
dragons' side."_ 

"_Well, what am I supposed to 
do ? " 



"_Justa€ | leave ! 

"_Where? 

"_I don't know! Just leave! You're banished! Go! Leave!" _ 

_His shout almost shook the foundation of the house. She squatted 
down, cringing, whimpering, shaking her head. "Alright. Alright, I'll 


_She stood up, stomped shakily to the room, and opened her trunk. She 
cried as she said, "I'll justa€ | I ' 11 pack my thingsa€|my, my clothes, 
weapons, suppliesa€ i I ' 11 take Hiccup with mea€ i 

"_What are you talking about?" Stoick boomed. _ 

_She gripped the trunk's side, shielding herself from Stoick 's attack 
in whatever way she could; emotionally, mentally ignoring him, she 
could never do it physically. "I-I want to take my son with me. You 
know that he won't fit in here. He'll be better off with 


"_That ' s impossible," Stoick seethed. "He is my heir, he is my son. 
You will not take him from me because you were evil enough to betray 


"_I betrayed no one!" she shouted, standing up._ 

_Stoick whispered, "Oh but you have. More than you know!" _ 

_She shook her head. "Believe what you want! But I want my son with 
me! He is everything in my life!"_ 

_Stoick laughed lethally. "Now you say I'm worth nothing to 
you ! 

_She shook her head, crying more. "You're pulling words out of my 
mouth!" she cried. _ 

"_0h, I don't think I am. Now, leave. Pack and leave in the morning. 

I don't care where you go or what you do, but don't come back. And 
Hiccup stays with me, his rightful place as future chief of Berk. If 
you try and take him with you I will force my hand."_ 

_Valka gasped, breathed hard. This was the last straw. Thisa€|this 
monster was robbing the last beautiful thing from her life, the most 
precious thing that she was blessed with. Her baby boy was slipping 
from her grasp, and what hurt most was that she couldn't stop her 
husband ._ 

_She wanted to tell him now, tell him the news that she wanted to 
tell him since this morning, when she found out, but the negotiations 
with the Berserkers interfered and someone tried to drown her 
sona€ | and now she was being banished by her own husband. _ 

_She almost told him, opened her mouth to have words come out, but he 
stormed off._ 

" Go ahead! Pack!" he ordered. He slammed the bedroom door behind 



him . 


_Tears streamed down her face, her lip quivered, and she whispered, 
"I'm pregnant . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Val!" Stoick shouted. <p> 

She jolted out of her memories, realizing that she had frozen. 
"W-What?" 

"I-I asked you if you wanted to talk about what happened this 
afternoon . " 

That instant, her anger saw a window; the fear of losing her son, her 
anger at Stoick, the failed rescue mission, and the anger she was 
reminded of, the one she buried thirteen years ago. 

She leapt up and shouted, "Two days! Two days, you're waiting! 

They'll starve! Do you not care about them?" 

"I don't know what else to do, Val ! " 

"Then swallow your pride and listen to me!" Valka shrieked. "You 
never cared about dragons! Not ever!" 

"I've changed in the last thirteen years Val!" 

"How? Tell me how!" 

He sighed and massaged his face. "I let Hiccup train the 
dragons . " 

"Well, what did it take?" she scoffed. "His pain and embarrassment? 
Questioning your love for him? Him losing his foot?" She scoffed 
again. "Did you banish him like you did me? Disown him?" 

Stoick started. "How did you know?" 

Valka gaped. Her fury boiled and leaked out of her eyes, forming 
tears. Stoick realized that his wife was just guessing things he had 
done. He withered in shame, stabilizing himself by grabbing the arm 
of the chair. 

Valka breathed hard. "You. You disowned my baby! You told my baby 
that you didn't love him! You disowned my son! Do we mean nothing to 
you anymore?" 

"Val, that's not what happened! Well, it is, but... I-I took him back 
in! " 

"Too late!" she cried, as if she heard, "I want to take you back 

in" . 

She stormed out of the house, hiding her tears. She raced to the 
forest, ignoring the stone. She hid among the trees. Her thoughts 
crept back into her mind. "He abandoned me. He sent both of us away. 
That man hasn't changed!" 



As if that realization was a stab of reality, she erupted into 
uncontrollable sobs. She stayed that way for hours, until she could 
cry no more. She rubbed her stomach, reliving the way she thought she 
would tell Stoick of her pregnancy thirteen years ago. Everything was 
happier then. She was so much happier then, but those days were over 
now . 

Over . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup sat on his bed, fingering his stuffed dragon. His lip 
quivered. He hugged it tight, rubbing it against his cheek. It dried 
the tears that still rained down.<p> 

He wanted to do what Astrid said. He really wanted to, but he 
couldn ' t . 

He had gone flying on Toothless after his walk with Astrid. He came 
through his bedroom window. Toothless immediately curling up on his 
wooden bed. Hiccup heard his parents talking downstairs and was 
originally elated, but then his mom started shouting. They were so 
calm before. Dad even gently suggesting that they talk, not argue, 
_talk_, but then Mom started shouting. 

He should've told her that Dad disowned him, but wasn't the fact that 
Dad realized his mistake and took him back in that proved his change? 
What happened? Why did this all have to happen? He had wanted a whole 
family for such a long time. Is this what came of such an innocent 
wish? 

He shook his head, frustrated, and threw the dragon to the wall. He 
threw the feather pen to the opposite side of the room. He threw his 
pillow to the wall, oblivious to Toothless' stare of concerned shock. 
Hiccup kept throwing things against the wall, growling loudly. He 
didn't care if his dad heard him. 

Hiccup decided that he needed a place to think. The one place that he 
could be and not be surrounded by dragons and memories of his father, 
mother, and everything else; he stomped off to the forge. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Gobber, " someone called. <p> 

The blacksmith knew that voice. "Hello Val . " he kept cooling his 
sword. If he knew her she'd be walking in, sitting on the ladder's 
lowest rung, and spilling her problems out to him. Sure enough, she 
did just that . . . in record time too. 

"He's unbearable!" she exclaimed. 

"I know," Gobber said. The next point should've been coming 

any . . . 

"I mean, he's so... so..." 

There it was. And the adjective was coming right about... 


" I don ' t know ! " 



Ah, the usual response. Gobber smirked. He had handled this one many 
times. "Look Val, you and Stoick have had your problems, 

but ..." 

"I'm leaving, Gobber. Officially. I'm going." 

Gobber started and dropped the heating sword. The clang it made 
echoed in the dead silent room. _That _comment was a new one. 

He slowly turned, afraid to face whatever state Valka was in, the 
depression and anger of Stoick and Hiccup, and his own loss of his 
best friend. "But you promised Hiccup..." 

"I know what I promised him!" Valka leapt up, her eyes glued to the 
ground in defeat, and hugging her arms, her fingers rubbing her 
stomach. "I just... need space! It wasn't the right time to come back! 
He hasn't changed!" 

"Val, you've forgotten your husband," Gobber instantly remarked. 
"Granted, the _chief_ may not be able to balance family and duty, but 
_Stoick_ loves you and Hiccup more than anything." 

Valka snorted. "How do you know?" 

Gobber marched to her, his eyes seething with disappointment. "Val, 
look me in the eye." Gobber placed his hook under her chin and led 
her gaze to him. She reluctantly followed. 

Gobber continued, "You and I have been best friends ever since we 
were the only two in our class who wanted to study dragons. I know 
you. I also know Stoick. He and I have been friends since I saved him 
from that Monstrous Nightmare in our first battle. You may not 
remember, but I'm the reason you two got together. I've seen you fall 
in love, I've seen you fight, I was the best man at your wedding, and 
I catcalled louder than anyone when you two said a baby was coming. 
I've settled arguments, heard your complaints, and got you back 
together. I have been your unofficially official marriage counselor 
since you two set eyes on each other, and I know the both of you like 
all my prosthetics!" 

"Just get to the point Gobber!" Valka exclaimed. 

Gobber sighed. "I'm saying that I've known both of you long enough. 
You're convinced that he's the same man who threw you onto the hearth 
and didn't regret it 'till after you left. I'm trying to tell you 
that that's not true. Why else would he want to help you free the 
dragons? It wasn't to look good in front of the village, that man is 
gone . " 

Valka slowly looked away from Gobber, her face downcast. "I'm sorry 
Gobber, but you haven't convinced me." 

"Well, what will it take to convince you that the man loves 
you ! " 

She stared at him hard. Her face was straight and unmoving with a 
heartless cold. "Nothing. He lost his chance the minute he threw me 
onto the hearth, the minute he said I was not his wife, the minute I 
was torn from everything I loved, and the minute he told me I 



couldn't see my little boy!" She was starting to cry. "Did you know 
that? He didn't let me take Hiccup with me! He needed an heir so bad! 
If he cared about Hiccup, he would've let me take him with 
me ! " 

"Val . . . " Gobber warned, seeing an uninvited figure in the doorway. 
"You're blowing this out of proportion..." 

"I told him Hiccup wouldn't be welcome here! He's too different 
Gobber, too much like me! He can't function here and he won't! I 
wanted my baby to be free from all of the bullying, prejudice, and 
unwanted stares from this village! He wouldn't have had to face that 
but he did, all because of that cowardly excuse of a chief who only 
cared about having an heir, an heir who he didn't think fit for the 
chieftain ! " 

"Val..." Gobber whispered. "He is not that same man..." 

"Believe what you want!" Val shouted. She brushed away tears. "But I 
know that man who I used to call my husband. He... he... is as good as 
dead to me!" She turned to leave and froze, breathless, terrified at 
who met her in the door. 

Her baby, her beautiful baby boy who had blossomed into a man stood 
there, stoic. All emotion had drained from his face. His eyes 
equivalent to poised daggers, he said, "Is that what you think of 
him? Of me?" 

Val felt trapped. Reality had disappeared and time halted. All that 
existed was her boy standing in front of her. Her betrayed, confused, 
alone boy. "Hiccup ... baby , I..." 

He shook his head. "No. Don't talk. Just ... leave me alone!" He ran 
away . 

"Hiccup!" she screamed. She turned to Gobber. "Why did you tell me he 
was there!" She raced after him, calling him. 

Gobber just stood there, watching the two run away. He sighed and 
shook his head. "Someone help this family. Help them dearly." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>The thing I'm definite won't happen is Valka's pregnancy, and 
there might be conflict with how Stoick met Valka via Gobber or 
however it happened in Ep. 7 (How to Pick Your Dragon), told to me by 
KatieMarie999 (she's amazing, right?). Hope you enjoyed! Please tell 
me what you thought. Seriously, I love it! Also, if you think I 
should increase the rating, please don't hesitate to ask, and I'll 
think about it . : ) : ) <em> 


16. Chapter 16 

_Here it is! I don't think it's up to snuff, but I think it's okay. 
If not, please forgive me. Read/Review/Criticize/En joy !_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 16<p> 



Hiccup raced into the forest. He didn't want to face it anymore; 
nothing; he couldn't face anything, the chieftain, his parentsa€|he 
just didn't want to look these problems in the eye. Eventually, he 
stopped running, the reason for his escape suddenly absent. He 
collapsed on his knees and def enselessly accepted the arms wrapped 
around him. She had been chasing him for who knew how long, and when 
he collapsed, she embraced him. 

"Hiccup!" Valka breathed. "I-I'm sorry, I didn ' ta€ i know you were 
therea€ | Ia€ i " 

"Even if I was or wasn't there, you'd have said that anyway." Hiccup 
regretted the snap of his voice as he heard his mother gasp. He 
softened. "I'm sorry. I-I guess I can't blame either of you. It's 
justa€ | " He stopped. 

Valka held her breath, not daring to hug her son, not daring to rush 
his forgiveness, but when she didn't hug him, he hugged her. 

She held him tight. "I'm sorry baby," she shushed. "I'm sorry you 
have to go through this." 

Hiccup shook his head. "I don't get it. I just don't get 

it . " 

"What?" 

"Why you and Dad can't just sit down and have a conversation." 

Valka sighed regrettably before saying. "HiccupaG | being married to 
someone is very hard." 

"Well, you must've believed that rumor, because obviously neither of 
you are trying!" 

Valka breathed, as if it controlled her temper. "There are things 
that happened that you don't know about." 

"Well , tell me! " 

"No . " 

"Why not? Just tell me what happened. And if it isn't me, then you 
two need to sit down with Gobber or Gothi and start talking things 
out ! " 


Hiccup could see it on her mother's face that she was about to lose 
patience. "We don't need help." 

"Hate to break it to you, but everyone noticed that you do in fact 
need help. And I want to help Mom! So much! Just tell me what you 
were fighting about!" 

Valka looked away. "It's none of your business." 

Hiccup snorted. "You're right. I guess it's not. It's your marriage. 
Wreck it in any way you want and neglect my help." He stomped 
off . 



To his surprise, his mother didn't stop him. He kept walking away, 
hoping that she would call to him, but she didn't. So, he kept hiking 
and blindly came to his house. He sighed. That argument was supposed 
to go much better. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stoick sat alone in his house. He saw that Hiccup left about half 
an hour ago but that was the only noise he had heard. Thornado snored 
occasionally and Toothless descended from the loft to join Thronado, 
but that was as much as he noticed. <p> 

Thoughts drifted back to him from that night, the night where he told 
Val to leave. Had those words come out of his mouth? Was he so 
obsessed with his frustration, shock, and anger that the meaningless 
words came? 

He sighed, letting the night replay over and over and over again. Was 
he rough with her? Yes, and he was ashamed. He pushed her too hard, 
making her trip and collapse. His heart died when that happened, but 
why couldn't he repent immediately after? Then, the horrid part of 
the evening came. She mentioned the dragons to be peaceful anda€ i the 
memory came back. 

It was a dragon raid; one of the deadliest of that year. Hiccup was 
six. During the raids his mother kept him safe, but whatever happened 
that night, whether injured came in or his mom temporarily lost him. 
Hiccup ran out to see the spectacle. Stoick noticed Hiccup just in 
time. Stoick 's father fought off a Deadly Nadder while Stoick scooped 
up Hiccup in his arms. But the trouble wasn't over; a Monstrous 
Nightmare saw the defenseless father with his son. To protect his son 
and his grandson, Stoick 's father rushed into the battle while Stoick 
returned Hiccup. Stoick turned to his father, shielded Hiccup by 
wrapped his cloak around him, and watched. 

The dragon mauled his father for no reason, his father barely had 
time to draw his sword; and the dragon mauled him. And a year later 
his wife calls them peacefula€ i 

a€ | that was why he hit her, but there was no thought of it in his 
heart; just a stupid reflex, using his wife as an outlet, and words 
that neither of them, especially him, should've said. 

He hated himself for that. He always had hated himself, the minute he 
calmed downa€ ! but that moment came the afternoon she left. 

And she didn't come back. 

Why didn't she come back? Did he hurt her so much that she didn't 
want to come back, even for Hiccup? The thought caused his heart to 
twist. Buta€ | he soon realized that his wife was sensitive, but not so 
sensitive that one slap and an emotional outburst would keep her away 
for a decade. 

_Something else had to have happened, _Stoick thought. _But will she 
even want to talk to me now? Why is she so adamant about staying away 
from me?_ 


At that instant, the door opened. Stoick looked to see his son 
walking shakily into the house. He closed the door, sighed, and 



stared at his father. "Well, Mom wouldn't tell me anything about the 
fight . " 

Stoick looked away. "And you expect me to?" 

"I know. I know it's none of my business and you two can handle it, 
but Dad it's killing me!" He rushed to his father's chair and sat 
beside it. "I-I can't look at you two and see this. I understand both 
of you anda€ | I just think that if you two can sit down and talk to 
each other then this will all work out." 

"Son, it's more complicated than that." 

Hiccup huffed. "That's what Mom said. But I meana€ i why can't you 
figure it out? Yeah you both made each other mad and you said harsh 
words but that was a decade ago ! " 

When his father didn't say anything. Hiccup continued. "Justa€|tell 
me what happened. If you can't tell me then please say something to 
Gobber . " 

Stoick inhaled. "Alright, I guess it wouldn't hurt to have someone to 
talk to . " 


"Me or Gobber?" 

Stoick inhaled again. "I'll go and invite Gobber, you go find 
Valka . " 


Hiccup nodded. "Okay." Inside, he was shaking; Dad told him to fetch 
Valka, not his mother. Granted, Hiccup knew nothing about marriage, 
but he could tell that wasn't a good sign. 


The door flew open. In hobbled Gobber, his face pained and his voice 
whimpering. "Before I break the news, promise me you won't smash my 
head with a hammer or order Thornado to barbeque me." 

"What is it?" Stoick asked, standing up. Hiccup mirroring 
him. 


"Valka came to me after your fight." Gobber sighed, rubbed his brow, 
and finally admitted, "She told me she wants to leave." 

"What?" Hiccup cried. "She just got back! Can't we give it another 
week? Another day?" 

"Calm down Hiccup!" Gobber said. "She didn't say when, she just said 
she wants to leave." 


"Buta€|but Ia€|she promised me she wouldn't leave. She can'ta€ | oh no! 
Oh noa€ | " Hiccup panted, panicking. "I-I left her in the woods. She 
might be going now!" Without another word he raced out of the 
house . 


Gobber nearly fell over when Hiccup shoved him to the side, but he 
regained his balance. He shook his head and rolled his eyes. "He's 
going after her. Do you really think that she'll leave 
tonight ? " 


"How should I know? You know her better than I do." 



Gobber sighed. "I know that it's hard Stoick. You're trying to pick 
up the pieces and neither of you have made it easy for each 
other . " 

"What have I done Gobber?" Stoick demanded. "What have I done to make 
her treat me like this? I have done nothing but welcome her in and 
try everything I could to relate to her. What else does she want from 
me?" 


Gobber nodded sagely. "What a wonderful speech describing what you 

feel. Now how about sparing me and talking to Valka about 

it?" 


Stoick sighed. "She won't listen." 

"How do you know until you try?" 

"I have tried. I've tried every day since she came back. She hasn't 
given me a chance . " 

"Well, " Gobber huffed. "You better give her a second chance before 
she leaves again. Come on." 

Stoick growled and followed Gobber outside, wondering how he and his 
wife were to reconcile, or even if he wanted to. 

~k 


><p>"Mom!" Hiccup shouted into the woods. "Mom!"<p> 

To his surprise, she leapt out of the brush. Firebreath perked his 
head through the branches of a tree. He tilted his head as if 
inspecting the boy. Valka rushed to him, holding her arms out. 

"What ' s wrong? " 

Hiccup sighed in relief. "GobberaC | he, uh, told us that you wanted to 
leave . " 


Valka hesitated. "Told you and who?" 

Hiccup deadpanned. "The Leader of the Roman Empire. Dad, Mom! Gobber 
told me and Dad!" 


Valka rolled her eyes. It was exactly like Gobber to reveal 
information when he saw the need, but what annoyed her was that he 
was correct to tell her family; in the state she was in, she probably 
wouldn't have. "Hiccupa€|I know I promised that I'd never leave you 
again, buta€ ! I just need space." 

Hiccup bit his lip. "What about Dad? Were you going to tell 
Dad?" 


Valka sighed. "I'm not leaving right at this minute, honey. 

Justa€ | soon . " 

"Great!" Hiccup cried. "Then talk with Dad. Please, for me. Just do 
it ! " 


Valka inhaled, paced around, as if considering her son's words. She 



rubbed her stomach again. "I don't want to talk to him." 

"It's the only way that you two can settle differences. Don't you 
want us all to be together?" 

"More than anything." 

"Then why won't you talk to him?" 

"It's more complicated than you know Hiccup." 

"Then tell me!" Hiccup pleaded. "I'll listen, I promise, just tell me 
what's bothering you!" 

Valka shook her head. "I know what's best for me right now. And right 
now, it's to just go away for a while." 

"How long?" Hiccup demanded. "Until I have kids?" 

Valka sighed. "I don't know. All I know is that I came back to Berk 
for one reason, to make you happy. But Hiccup, I just can't handle it 
anymore. I wasn't ready to come back. I-I need time to adjust." She 
shook her head and grasped his face, kissed his forehead. She looked 
directly into his eyes. "I swear to you that I will come back when 
I ' m ready . " 

"When will you be ready?" Hiccup asked. "Because I've waited thirteen 
years to get my mother back. I'm not willing to let you go 
now . " 

Valka smiled, overwhelmed by her son's acceptance and love. She 
would've cried, but not in front of her son. Then, inspiration dawned 
on her. She felt as if she solved all of her problems. "Or, you could 
come with me . " 

"Come with you?" 

"Think about it. Hiccup. You could come back with me. You could learn 
everything you possibly wanted to know about dragons, train them, 
rescue them, and we can stop Drago together. I know that you'd love 
it ! " 


Hiccup started. This invitation thrilled him to the bone; he felt 
like jumping for joy and proclaiming his ecstasy, but something held 
him back. It wasn't the fright of a new adventure, the sense of 
escaping the chieftain, or even leaving Astrida€|he just knew he 
couldn't go. 

"Moma€ | I want to, I really do, buta€ | I can't." 

Her joy left her just like that. It fled from her face like sunset 
fleeing the night. "What? W-Why not?" 

Hiccup sadly shook his head. "Mom, I never wanted anything more, but 
I can't... I don't know whya€ | " 

"You want to stay with your Dad, " Valka sadly presumed. 

Hiccup breathed hard. "I don't know. I-I think so. He-he ' s sad. Mom. 
He's depressed just like you. Anda€ | I don't think I can leave him 



now . " 

Hiccup was instantly struck by inspiration; he knew how to convince 
his mother of his father's humanity now. He grabbed his Valka's hands 
and looked into his her eyes. "You were mad at Dad earlier because he 
told you that he disowned me." 

Valka hardened because of the reminder. "How could he be 
soa€ | " 

"Unloving?" Hiccup presumed. "Mom that was the last thing he was. He 
was angry, yes, but there wasn't an ounce of hatred in his eyes, and 
if there was, it was at the situation not at me . I am certain that he 
did the same thing to you. He wasn't mad at you, just mad at the 
situation. You were just a target, but everyone has a target that 
they abuse when they're angry, even you and me." 

Valka remained silent, breathing hard. 

Hiccup realized that she was contemplating his point, so he took the 
next advantage; he didn't realize that he was strategizing like his 
father. "Mom, if you look anywhere on me, you won't see a bruise on 
me. If there is, I can swear to you that it wasn't caused by Dad. He 
has never ever touched me and I can promise you that he will never 
touch you again! Please believe me!" 

Valka let go of her son. She shook her head. 

"Come on. Mom!" Hiccup pleaded. "Why is it so difficult for you to 
accept that the past can't hurt you? What happened?" 

Valka sighed. "Not now. Hiccup. I can't tell you right now." She 
again grasped his face and kissed his forehead. "Two weeks. I promise 
you two weeks . " 

"Two weeks and you'll be back?" Hiccup asked. He stopped breathing, 
depressed. He couldn't lose his mother again, but what could he 
possibly do? "O-Okay, I-I guess I can'ta€|stop you but just say 
good-bye to Dad first." 

She shook her head. "I can't." 

"Mom," Hiccup pleaded. "Stop being scared! You can't run away every 
time something bad happens! Yes, we failed in freeing the dragons, 
but there are such things as second chances. We can face it together, 
I know we can! Justa€ | give it a chance." 

"Hiccup, baby, I have to go. Say good-bye to your father for me." She 
hugged him. Hiccup let her do so. She kissed his forehead and hugged 
him tight again. After he persuaded himself. Hiccup hugged her 
back . 

Valka squeezed him, rocked him. She whispered, "I'll be back in two 
weeks. I promise. I swear to you that I'll be back in two 
weeks . " 

"Just go." Hiccup ordered. 

Valka fought back her tears. "Hiccupa€|" 



"Just go!" he demanded, pulling away. "I'll see you in two 
weeks . " 

She nodded. "Alright, sweetheart. I-I love you, so much, more than 
you know . " 

Hiccup smiled, but just a bit. "I-I love you too." 

She kissed his cheek again, and then mounted Firebreath. She blew a 
kiss good bye and flew off, in the direction of her home, her dragon 
home . 

Hiccup watched her disappear, his knees weakening and tears 
threatening to come, and he slowly realized what just happened. Why? 
Why did he let her go? Was he so stupid that he couldn't come up with 
another argument to keep her here? 

A hand placed itself on his shoulder. "Don't worry, son," a gruff 
voice said. "She never broke a promise before. She'll be back for 
you . " 

Hiccup smiled. "Dad, how long were you there?" 

"Ever since your speech about how I never hurt you." He patted his 
son's shoulder. "I needed to hear that. Badly." 

Hiccup peered up at him. "It's the truth." 

Gobber's voice rang from behind them. "I'm going to bed now. You two 
have some time alone. Talk!" 

Hiccup laughed, thankful for Gobber at that moment. He was quirky, 
but useful. 

Stoick chuckled softly, looked the stars, trying to form words that 
summed up his the pride of his son in that instant, but could only 
come up with an explanation that paled in comparison to his feeligns. 
"I uh, never apologized for my outburst before you ran away." 

Hiccup chuckled a bit. "And I never apologized for running away. I 
know now that I was acting like a kid." 

"Well, that whole scene was my fault. I-I shouldn't have told you 
that you wouldn't amount to anything." 

"It's okaya€ | " 

"It's not okay. I've never been prouder of you then when you fought 
the Green Death, and you're being a bigger man than I am right now. 
I'm sorry I doubted you when I should've encouraged you, and if this 
is an example of how you handle crises as a chief, you're going to be 
a great one." 

Hiccup smiled admirably at his father. Yes, there were times when the 
big, strong chief melted into a gushy blob of emotion. He loved it 
when that happened. He really connected with his father in a 
situation like this. And just like his Dad, he needed that admittance 
of love from family now. 

Hiccup punched his dad's shoulder playfully, ignoring the fact that 



Stoick wouldn't feel it. "Mom will come back, and we'll start 
over . " 

"I hope so," Stoick hummed. "I hope so." 

Then father and son walked wordlessly back to the house, but both 
knew that words weren't needed. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"What is taking so long?" Drago demanded loudly. "We've learned 
everything we can. I say that we move in now! "<p> 

"Now?" Eret cried, almost laughing. He had to be the only one 
unafraid to challenge his father. "Are you sure? Move in now?" 

"Do it!" Drago cried. "I don't care how many men get cuts and 
bruises. You will move in now!" 

Eret shrugged. "Okay. I'll order the men in." 

"Trap every dragon in there." 

Eret smiled maliciously. "Oh Dad, Dad, Dad, Dad, Dada€ i you don't need 
to worry about that . " 

Drago snatched his son's shoulder length hair and pulled him close. 
"Don't fail me. We need the toughest ones alive. This plan had better 
work . " 

"It will. Dad," Eret said, not frightened by his father. "You can 
count on it. Just let go of my hair, I want it back." 

Drago snorted and released his son. "Make this plan work, kid, or I 
won't have an heir. Get the picture?" 

Eret nodded. "Loud and clear." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup hammered the sword in the forge. The sunrise peaked over 
the ocean, shooting orange and pink lights across the cloud-stricken 
skies. The black clouds coming from the south threatened snowstorms, 
but Hiccup had to admit that the pink and orange dancing through the 
darkening clouds evoked some sense of peace, somehow prophesying that 
good can win over evil. He didn't know why that was so important to 
him, but it was. Hammering the sword and the seeing beautiful scenery 
distracted him from the pain of last night. Toothless was lying down 
beside his desk, offering comfort by just being there, but Hiccup 
didn't notice most of it . <p> 

He distantly heard footsteps. He heard a hobbling pattern but he 
didn't think it was Gobber. When Hiccup arrived, Gobber was lugging a 
whole basket filled with mutton and alochol, announcing that he'd be 
consoling Stoick with a whole jug of comfort food. Hiccup rolled his 
eyes but took advantage of the solitude. But who was this hobbling 
person? 

"Do you always get up at six in the morning?" 



It wasn't the voice that surprised Hiccup, but the person speaking. 

He leapt up and cried out, spun his head around only to find 
Snot lout . 

He breathed while Snotlout laughed, apparently entertained by scaring 
his enemy. Hiccup regained his composure and told him, "Yes, I do, 
but this is the first time I have ever seen you awake willingly 
before noon." For the first time. Hiccup noticed the padded wooden 
sticks beneath Snotlout' s armpits. "What are those?" 

"Fishlegs' hiccupy invention. He calls them crutches. He crazily 
thinks that they'll help me walk. He told me to practice with him 
supervising me, so the only other option was to wake up before the 
crack of dawn and avoid him. You're the only other person awake." His 
silence and puppy-like eyes pleaded for a response. 

Hiccup nodded. He didn't want to talk to Snotlout anymore than 
Snotlout wanted to talk to him, but if Snotlout was actually 
desperate enough and bored enough to listen, he didn't see any way 
out of it. "My mom left to go back to her dragon home. She says that 
she needs space to think." 

"Well, that's women for you. Even they don't know what they want but 
they think leaving you for a while is the best thing for 
them. " 

Hiccup whirled around. "You're telling me it's that common?" 

"Well, there's a reason why my dad gets banished to the basement some 
nights . " 

Hiccup chuckled a bit. "Well, at least your parents get back 
together . " 

"Oh you're so blind!" Snotlout cried, throwing his crutches to the 
ground. "You parents will get back together, stop being so 
naA" ve ! " 

"How do you know?" Hiccup asked. For a fraction of a second, he was 
wondering why in the world he was opening up to Snotlout, but he 
didn't consider it for much longer. "How do you know that this'll all 
be alright ! " 

"Because it always is. It always turns out alright, even when 
Hookfang almost died, you were the one who told me it would be 
alright and it was. So step up, get some courage, and get it 
together." About now, he realized that without his crutches, he was 
balancing on one foot, which took more concentration than he 
initially thought. "Pick up my crutches for me, will you?" 

Hiccup huffed and handed the Viking his crutches. Snotlout positioned 
them underneath his pits and hobbled to the entrance, clumsily 
swinging himself forward, balancing on his good foot. "I'm just 
saying that you're a little naA've, which isn't a bad thing. When 
you're chief, you'll have me to toughen you up." 

Hiccup again started. "Uh, these compliments are freaking me out, 
Snotlout. Where did that one come from? You don't want me to be 
chief!" In truth. Hiccup didn't want to become chief either, but 
whenever someone didn't want him to become chief, he felt the need to 



defend himself, and he felt that now. 


Snotlout lifted his casted foot into his line of vision. "I hate this 
thing. It's making me soft. I'm even listening to Fishlegs, I'm going 
crazy!" He sighed and turned to Hiccup. "I did notice one chief 
quality in you. You know, people don't like your Dad because he's big 
and muscular, well maybe the women do, but normal people like him 
because he does the right thing and admits his mistakes. You do that 
all the time, and that's what makes you a good chief. Now I've gotta 
get out of here before I get any more soft." 

Leaving that as his farewell, he hobbled away from the forge, 
lighting up when he finally understood that he had to thrust the 
crutches forward, and swing himself forward and land on his good foot 
in order to walk. He was happy, but not so happy that he started 
doing it fast. He wasn't stupid enough to do that. 

Hiccup shook his head and laughed. He glanced to Toothless. "Did you 
recognize that guy, bud?" 

Toothless snorted an amused gurgle. He nudged him gently and licked 
Hiccup's chin. Hiccup laughed. "I think I like Snotlout when his leg 
is broken. Let's break it every two weeks!" 

Toothless deadpanned and smacked Hiccup with his ear. 

Hiccup laughed, not feeling entirely better but well enough to laugh. 
He didn't know how, but he was actually feeling better. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka flew hard on Firebreath the whole night, suppressing the 
tears that were bound to come any minute. It was just the torment of 
leaving Hiccup behind, she told herself, but Stoick's face kept 
appearing in her mind. She knew why she was sad for leaving him. It 
was connected to her fear of returning to her dragon home. She was 
scared of her dragon home now. She had to face the fear that Stoick 
awoke. That's why she needed this time alone. It was a fear that she 
wanted to face alone. <p> 

Oh, she knew deep in her heart that this would've been much easier to 
face if she just told Stoick and Hiccup what had happened there, but 
she couldn't now. She couldn't tell them. Not didn't want to, 
couldn't. She didn't know why. 

Firebreath sensed her sadness. Valka knew he felt her pain. She 
rubbed his hard scales and fought back tears. "It's okay. I'll be 
okay . " 

She knew she was lying. 

She felt a new, unspeakable sense of relief when she found her 
mountain in sight. She nudged Firebreath 's side, encouraging him to 
go faster, regardless of the sadness she'd face. She wanted to be 
home, to see her dragons again, to see everyone again. Firebreath 
shared her enthusiasm and flew his record speed. In a matter of 
seconds, they slipped through the entrance of the cave. Valka paid no 
attention to the stalagmites in their way, she just wanted to have a 
good sense of home without alienation. 



Finally, they landed in the main cave, but were shocked to find no 
dragons there. 


Valka gasped, horrified and confused. Where were her dragons? She 
leapt off of Firebreath and ran into the cave. "Guys!" she called. 
"Guys! Slime? Cloudstreak? Are you here?" 

"Yes, we are!" an undisguised voice cried. Drago emerged from the 
shadows. "We're here, Valka!" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka had never hated Drago with more of an unquenchable passion 
than she did now.<p> 

Within seconds, Firebreath was trapped by ropes, chains, and every 
other type of restraint that Drago possessed. 

She was captured by three men who held her down. She fought, but they 
overpowered her like a child held down three caterpillars. She kicked 
her legs, hit one of them in the groin, which gave her amused 
satisfaction, but they had tied her hands by then. They threw her in 
front of Drago. 

Without a word, he grasped her shirt and dragged her upward. 

Valka remained calm, though the anger boiled in her like a volcano 
waiting to erupt, but refraining from doing so; the pressure 
built . 

She huffed, "I guess you found out my secret." 

Drago chuckled. "A long, long time ago dear. You really are very 
naA“ve if you think I didn't let you free all of those dragons 
without a good reason. I have trained a few dragons." 

"Why do I get the feeling that it's for an army?" 

Drago laughed. "You're not so naA“ve as I first thought." 

"Where are my dragons?" 

Drago feigned compassion and mourning. "Some of them, my dear, will 
be scouts in my impenetrable army. Some of them are hanging on my 
wall." 

Valka 's temper volcano erupted. She thrashed at him with her legs, 
wishing that her fingernails would become swords to cut the ropes and 
impale Drago. "You monster!" she shouted. She screamed and kicked 
more, missing her target. This made Drago laugh, and his cackling 
made her even more infuriated. 

"Don't blame me! Eret did it!" Drago cheered. "He trapped all of yer 
dragons! He'll become just like me, won't he?" 

"May you both burn by fire before that happens, " Valka hissed. 

He chuckled. "It's nice to see you again, my dear Valka. Now, enough 
of these pleasantries." He drew his dagger and held it against her 
cheek. "Where are the other dragons you've helped?" 



"Free. And you'll never find them." 


Drago smiled. "Are you sure? Are you sure that you don't want to help 
me?" 


"Why would you want my help?" 

"You have the same talents as the Dragon Trainer, maybe more. I know 
enough to train a few more dragons, gain their trust, then slice off 
their heads. But that Dragon King is the prize. I want that King. My 
men tell me that you didn't free them, even with the Dragon Trainer's 
help, so he's still there. The deal is simple. You tell me how to 
kill that King and I let you live. Or you could not tell me and I'll 
kill you, but since I'll probably kill you anyway, why not end with a 
kind act towards me?" 

Valka chuckled. "Sure, I'll tell you how to kill the Dragon King. You 
wait until he's about to blow fire and then you stand right in front 
of the flames path. Why don't you make that your last kind act to 
me?" 


Drago chuckled, but Valka saw the look in his eyes. He was getting 
frustrated, just like she wanted him to. A frustrated villain didn't 
think straight. 

But Drago knew Valka 's tactics, and he slipped through the trap. 

"I found something in the back of this cave, Valka," Drago 
malevolently slithered. "I don't think you want me to remind you of 
it, but why not? There's a few objects in the back there, blankets, 
dolls, and even a saddle, all with the name "Katla" inscribed on 
them. Do you know a Katla?" 

Valka tensed. Yes, she knew Katla, but she'd rather die than tell 
Drago who that name belonged to. So she kept her mouth shut. 

Drago smiled, knowing that he had struck a long-buried wound. 
"Alright. You don't want to talk, that's fine with me. Men, take her 
to the ships. No! Hammer a stake here and tie Valka to it, in the 
empty place where her dragon pets once roamed. We stay here." 

Drago threw her to the ground. Valka watched as unquestioning men 
brought a huge stake into the cave. The only questioning man, Eret, 
stormed up to his father. 

"What are you doing?" he asked. 

Drago slithered, "If she's kept hopeless in a place where she was 
once happy, she'll eventually break and tell me all I want to know 
just to see the sun again. Pay attention, boy. You've got a lot to 
learn . " 

"Are we going to torture her?" Eret asked hopefully. 

Drago evilly chuckled. "Come on son, I thought you knew me!" 

Valka breathed hard, let the men retie her hands around the stake, 
tie her ankles, and tie her torso to the beam, but her thoughts 
drifted back to the blankets and saddles labeled Katla. She wouldn't 



cry. She wouldn't. She refused to. 


_Hiccup, stay safe,_ she pleaded. _Stoick, keep Hiccup safe! 

Anda€ | keep yourself safe Stoick. Stay safe!_ 

She kept her mouth closed. She kept her screams back, swearing that 
she would never give Drago either the information he wanted or the 
pleasure of hearing her scream. She kept this in mind as she was 
untied and a leather whip slashed her back. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Hope everyone found this exciting and entertaining and 
suspenseful (and kind of depressing) ! Thanks for all the favorites, 
follows, and reviews! They really make my day! Thanks so 
much ! <br>_ 


17 . Chapter 17 

_Just wanted to let you know that a scene in here with Eret and Drago 
might be a little graphic for some of my readers, so skip ahead if 
you're sensitive to that. Please Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! I love 
reading all of your reviews! A LOT! They really drive my writing 
style and force updates! Thank you!_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 17<p> 

Hiccup was skydiving, but the clouds and wind rushing against his 
face didn't excite him like they usually did. He didn't focus on the 
adrenaline rushing through his body or the thrill of the snow pelting 
against his face as he freefell to Berk. He blindly landed on 
Toothless and recovered from the fall, leveling to flight, and doing 
it all without a holler of excitement. From this. Toothless knew that 
Hiccup was distracted. He would've flipped him over if it meant 
waking him from the self-pity mood he was in, but Toothless knew 
better than that. Besides, he could hear Stormfly's beating wings 
catching up to him, and wherever Stormfly was, a certain human female 
that Hiccup was smitten with was riding her. 

"Hiccup!" the female called as she flew beside Hiccup. "Word's 
officially out that your mom left." 

"That actually took longer than expected, " he chided. "Do they want a 
juicy story or anything?" 

Astrid shook her head. "Nope. I just wanted to see how you were 
doing . " 

He half-smiled and cockily rolled his eyes. "Well, I got up this 
morning with a new attitude. It's been two days since Mom left and I 
think it's for the better. The best marriage therapy is to spend time 
away from each other, that's what's best for them!" 

"You've been talking to Gobber, " Astrid predicted, amused that Hiccup 
always acted out a person's personalities and accents when quoting 
them . 



Hiccup chuckled. "Well, Dad wouldn't talk and, I shudder to say this, 
but Gobber's the only othera€ | adulta€ | I trust." He sputtered out the 
words painfully. 

Astrid only laughed. "At least you have someone to talk to." 

Hiccup let her comment remain unanswered for a little while, futilely 
hoping that she would continue talking and he could remain silent, 
but he admitted, "I've been thinking about going to visit 
her . " 

Astrid nodded and said, "Well, it's been two days. Maybe she's cooled 
off. Or you could give her the two weeks she wanted and maybe she'll 
come back ready to talk to your Dad." 

"Maybe. Why are parents so unpredictable?" 

"They're old. What do you expect?" 

"Wisdom, " Hiccup snapped. 

Astrid only grinned. "Hey, I thought I should remind you. The Dragon 
Games are still going on and the kids want to review dragon tactics 
for the games." 

Hiccup sighed in disbelief. "I completely forgot that they were still 
going on . " 

"The council's thinking about moving them a month or so forward 
because everyone is still freaked out about your Mom coming back. I 
don't think anyone's thinking about it anymore, honestly, but it 
can't hurt to review." 

"Unless one of the kids gets third degree burns, " Hiccup 
joked . 

Astrid laughed happily, thankful for his humor, persistence, and 
justa€ | Hiccup; she couldn't find the words. "I love you," she 
mouthed, but he turned his head before she said it. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They landed next to the Academy, ready to begin the lesson. A few 
diligent students were there already: Fishlegs, Magnus, Gustav, 

Slard, and Fulgard. The usual absentees were still making their way 
there, no doubt. Snotlout automatically had his excuse with the 
broken leg, but he had complained non-stop anyway just to make sure 
Hiccup understood that; Hiccup was ready to cut off his ears. The 
twins however, arrived only five minutes late, so Hiccup began to 
teach . <p> 

"Anyone have an exercise that they feel like doing so we can 
start ? " 

Fulgard, the youngest, lit up. "Let's blow fireballs at each 
other ! " 


Magnus shouted, "I want to race and time our laps around the 
island ! " 



"Dragon battles!" Gustav shouted. Of course, now the alpha male had 
spoken, so all his pups, or the other students, all followed. 


Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Dragon Battle!" he announced. Almost 
instantaneously, all dragons prepared their bellies to churn the fire 
and the students all mounted their dragons. Hiccup raced to Toothless 
and the battle began in the skies. 

Fishlegs sat out this time, as was usual. It wasn't that Meatlug 
wasn't a good fighter or that he was too cowardly; he just didn't 
want to fight this morning. He pulled the Dragon Book from his bag 
and flipped through it, examining the data recorded. It was old, 
granted, the ink all smudged and some pages' edges burnt, but that's 
what gave it its fascinating feel of sage knowledge. Fishlegs loved 
it. He scanned the Scauldrons, Whispering Deaths, and Terrible 
Terrors and such, but as he passed the now filled Screaming Death 
page, he couldn't help but cringe. 

Those pages were empty. All ten of them. Fishlegs wanted to fill them 
with a passion, all of the pages, with knowledge he'd found. Buta€ ! as 
far as he could tell, there were no more new dragonsa€ j unlessa€ | 

He started. He shook Meatlug awake. "Girl, girl I know what we're 
gonna do ! " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The lesson had ended. Fishlegs knew that this was his chance to 
ask Hiccup about his idea. He wouldn't respond well, and for the 
reason of disappointing his best friend, Fishlegs almost backed down, 
but the longing to explore other species nearly trumped his 
compassion . <p> 

Hiccup was talking with Astrid near the entrance to the Academy. 
Fishlegs was scared of interrupting them now, worried about Astrid' s 
temper and Hiccup's annoyance, but much to his relief, Astrid pecked 
Hiccup on the cheek and retreated on Stormfly. 

This was his chance. 

"Hey Hiccup, " Fishlegs called. He jogged over to his best friend and 
explained, "Uh, since there's still some empty pages in the Dragon 
Book, I was thinking that I, or you and me, the team I mean, could go 
and study more dragons and fill the pages." 

Hiccup grinned, wondering where Fishlegs was taking this 
conversation. "Yeah, sure we could, I guess. Where are we 
going? " 

"That, I'm afraid, is the complicated part." 

"What?" 

Fishlegs inhaled. "I-uh, I was thinking that we've already found a 
new place reeking with new dragon species." Fishlegs racked his brain 
for a delicate way to explain this, but found none. He sighed and 
spluttered, "Hiccup, I promise I won't go anywhere near your mom. 

Just tell me where her home is and I'll stay away from it, but 
there's got to be dozens of new dragon species there, when are we 
going to get an opportunity like this again?" 



Hiccup's face was unreadable, which killed Fishlegs. He didn't like 
hurting people and he called himself stupid to think that reminding 
Hiccup of his mom now was okay. To his surprise. Hiccup answered 
immediately . 

"Sure." 

"What?" 

"Sure. Go ahead. My mom's home is the big mountain that looks like a 
dark, evil place. But you're right, there are dragons all around that 
place. You can take notes all you want." 

Fishlegs dared to ask the question. "Are you coming? I-It might be 
good for you, to get away from here." 

Hiccup's face twisted in debate. "Uh, maybe. I-I'm not sure. There's 
a lot on my plate right now." 

"But I can't go alone," Fishlegs said before he thought. "That's 
against the rules. Remember? The council set the rules that if we go 
and explore other dragon species, we can't go alone because we might 
run into hostile dragon species." 

"I know the rules, Fishlegs," Hiccup said. "But I'ma€igoing to think 
about it. Can't you postpone it?" 

Fishlegs sighed. "I guess I could, but I was hoping to get you away 
from here to clear your head." 

Hiccup smiled at his friend's consideration, buta€ | he didn't want to 
go, that was the biggest dilemma. "Sorry Fishlegs, I've just got too 
much to do. But you can go. I don't think we have anything important 
happening now, so this is the ideal time to go. Just find someone to 
guard you, buta€ | I can ' ta€ | don ' t want toa€ | " 

Fishlegs nodded understandingly and patted Hiccup's shoulder. "Sure. 
I'll round up some kids. Buta€ | just don't beat yourself up about 
anything . " 

"I'm not," Hiccup reassured, almost lying. 

Fishlegs nodded and raced off to find other applicants for the 
research trip. But he couldn't stop worrying about Hiccup. He got to 
know him pretty well over the last five years, and it was just like 
him to blame himself for other people's problems. He just hoped that 
Hiccup didn't over-blame himself for his parents' separation; then 
the whole island would have a grumpy Hiccup and an unfixable mess. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Why does he want to go to your mom's hideout, again?" Astrid 
asked as she sat beside Hiccup. It was her idea that they snatch some 
alone time together, sitting on their favorite lookout, but when 
Hiccup brought up Fishlegs and dragon training, Astrid sensed that 
this wouldn't be the morning for romance . <p> 

"To study dragon species. For that reason I want to go with him, 
buta€ | I don't think I'm actually ready to see my mom again." 



Astrid smiled. "You know, I think you're a lot like your mom. You 
told me that you told her to stop running away from the past and to 
just let go. But you're not ready to see your mom again because you 
can't let go of what happened two days ago." 

Hiccup eyed her, a bit annoyed. "My parents have had a longer time to 
let things go than I have." 

Astrid relented and nodded. "I guess you're right. But still, I mean, 
maybe you should go and see her." 

Hiccup shrugged. "I just don't know. Dad's still zoned out anda€ | I 
don't think I'm ready to move forward either. Call me a 
hypocrite . " 

"Hypocrite, " Astrid snapped. 

Hiccup giggled, relaxing now that he could laugh. "But Fishlegs still 
needs someone to go with him. You and I both know it's impossible to 
stop him from exploring once he's made up his mind, even if I'm not 
coming. Soa€ | would you consideraC i ? " 

"Absolutely not." 

"Why?" 

"Because spending however long we're going to take alone with 
Fishlegs, watching him freak out over every miniscule detail will 
slowly drive me insane." 

"Well, that's true for pretty much everyone," Hiccup 
admitted . 

Astrid grinned. "Except one person." 

"Who?" 

Astrid grinned bigger. "Just leave it to me. But you have to do 
exactly what I say." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Two chicken legs ain't enough to get me to go with Fishlegs on a 
research trip, Astrid," Ruffnut cried. "It'll cost you a 
hundred. "<p> 

"Can you even count that high?" 

Ruffnut tried mentally, but then shook her head in frustration. 

"Fine! Six, but I'm still not going!" 

"Why not?" 

"He's annoying!" Ruffnut cried. "You know that. Everyone knows 
that . " 

"He wants you to come." Astrid kept her grin from appearing, but it 
was hard. 



Ruffnut gaped. "That's just creepy. Why does he want me and not 
Hiccup? " 

"He said that with your great battle skills, you could fight off the 
lethal dragons . " 

Ruffnut burst into mocking laughter. "Well, if that's his logic then 
he should've asked you, right?" 

Astrid kept fishing. "He knows you've gotten better with the spear. 

He wants you to be his protection while he studies the dragons, 
nothing more." 

"Can't Meatlug protect him?" Ruffnut asked, joking. 

"Yeah, " Astrid dryly acknowledged, "A Gronckle against a seven foot 
beast. That should go well. Come on, he'll be better off with 
you . " 

Ruffnut stared dumbly at her friend. "You're trying to play 
matchmaker, aren't you?" 

"Just do it, " Astrid pleaded; Ruffnut had discovered the trap and 
foiled it. She wouldn't go even if she secretly wanted to, which 
Astrid knew she did; but there was another way to convince Ruff. 

"I'll pay you ten chicken legs." 

"How much is that?" 

Astrid held up her hands and stretched out her fingers. "Each finger 
is one chicken leg." 

Ruffnut bit her tongue and weighed her odds. "Double it." 

"Fine. Then will you go?" 

Ruffnut sighed. "Sure. Why not let Fishlegs destroy whatever part of 
my brain Tuffnut didn't." She snatched her duffel, shoved extra 
clothes, food, and a blanket in the sack. She retrieved her favorite 
spear from the stand and announced, "Let's go." 

Astrid smiled cheekily. She walked with Ruffnut to the Academy, where 
Fishlegs and Hiccup were mounting Meatlug for the research 
trip . 

Ruffnut halted in her tracks once she saw Hiccup with Fishlegs. 
"Astrid, you are so low! You and Hiccup planned this together, didn't 
you? " 

Astrid huffed. "Well, my chicken legs are look pretty appetizing when 
I eat them by myself." 

"Okay, okay!" Ruffnut cried. "I'm going!" She raced to Fishlegs. "No, 
no, no! We are not taking a Gronckle! I am not riding behind you, 
clinging to your vest while we fly to wherever we're going. We're 
taking Barf and Belch, that way I can look away from you." 

Fishlegs and Hiccup started at the outburst. Fishlegs regained 
himself first. "Won't Tuffnut need them?" 



"You dummy!" Ruffnut mocked. "The Zippleback needs two riders, you 
should know that. Tuffnut won't be able to ride them alone, and I'm 
not clinging to you so I won't fall off Meatlug's small back. So 
we're taking the Zippleback and Tuffnut can ride Meatlug around 
here." Without another word, she deserted, calling for her trusty 
dragon . 

Fishlegs cringed and looked to Hiccup desperately. "Are you sure that 
this is a good idea?" 

Hiccup sighed regrettably. "Yes. Just get through it and come 
home . " 

"Can't you get the council to take back their order for me to do 
this ? " 

"No. They were already in a bad mood when I approached them with the 
idea. I'm surprised they even accepted. Just go, have fun, and 
survive . " 

Fishlegs whimpered and rubbed Meatlug's ears. He kissed her nose and 
moaned, "Sorry girl, not this time." 

Meatlug sadly glanced to the ground and watched as Fishlegs ran to 
find Ruffnut. 


Hiccup tiptoed to Astrid and grabbed her hand. "If one of them comes 
back dead, what will we do?" 


"They won't. They both like each other too much to not do this, even 
if neither of them will admit it. So you got the council's order for 
them to go? They can't back out now?" 


Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Nope. There's no way that they can get out 
of this. They'll be stuck together in the wilderness for two days. 
When did you become so into other peoples' love life?" 

Astrid smiled. "Ever since it took a dragon flight to make me realize 
I liked you . " 


Hiccup smirked, held her hand tighter, and led her on a walk. His 
girl was remarkable, even if she was annoying, and it made him happy. 
But he still crossed his fingers, for luck; Fishlegs' sanity needed 
it . 


* * 


* 


><p>Ruf f nut ' s and Fishlegs' flight was spent in silence. Ruffnut took 
Barf, her usual side, while Fishlegs substituted Tuffnut on Belch. 
Ruffnut giggled seeing Fishlegs clumsily fly the half-dragon. The 
saddle was much thinner than he was used to, since he was now riding 
a neck instead of a body. He shook, and gripped the reigns until his 
knuckles grew white. <p> 

"Relax, " Ruffnut said. "Just calmly hold the reigns and Belch will do 
the rest . " 

Fishlegs hastily nodded. "Relax, relax, relax, " he told 
himself . 



Ruffnut leaned towards him and whispered, "That involves 
breathing . " 

"I know!" Fishlegs admitted in a heavy exhale. He gathered his air 
back and controlled his breathing rate, but one look at the ocean 
beneath him and he was reminded of Meatlug's absence. He was used to 
riding a Gronckle, not a Zippleback, and the difference between the 
two dragons was very uncomfortable. 

Ruffnut' s voice awakened him from his moaning. "Where exactly are we 
going? " 

"Hiccup's mom's hideout. There's a bunch of dragons there. We won't 
disturb her, we'll just study the dragons." 

Ruffnut thought about using the dragon studying to sprout a 
conversation; she was so bored that jumping off Barf and dying in the 
sea seemed enjoyable. Finally, she asked, "What are you trying to do 
with the dragon knowledge?" 

Fishlegs was taken aback that she responded, but calmly answered, "To 
fill the Dragon Book, I guess. And I like it. I know that's 
impossible for you to understand, but I like studying different 
species, seeing how everything interacts, and gaining 
knowledge . " 

Ruffnut smiled. "You're right. I don't understand. Just accept life 
as you get it and stop trying to explain everything. Just enjoy life! 
You're too tense, you never enjoy things." As she said this, she 
unbuckled herself from the saddle and dangerously lay against Barf's 
neck, balancing herself. 

Fishlegs panicked at her stance but didn't question it. Instead, he 
answered, "I do too! I enjoy reading, writing, and researching. Those 
things aren't bad." 

"Yeah, but you miss everything else!" 

Fishlegs stared at her, finally relaxing and surrendering flight to 
Belch, but he didn't notice. "What are you saying?" 

Ruffnut huffed. "Your brain is good for us in tough situations, like 
when you said the Stone of Good Fortune was a Changewing egg, or when 
we're trying to figure out how to kill a giant dragon, buta€ | just 
relax once in a while." 

"Relax? " 

"You don't know the definition?" Ruffnut teased. 

"Yeah, I do, buta€ i " Fishlegs desperately scanned the horizon. "Oh, 
look! The mountain is over there!" 

"Not getting out of this yet, Brain-Boy," Ruffnut threatened. "I got 
forced to come along and I'm going to have a little fun on this trip, 
or so help me . " 

Fishlegs sputtered out a nervous laugh. "Well, I got forced to take 
you along too, so listen to me. I came here to study, so give me a 
little room, how about. And get back into a safe position, you're 



freaking me out ! " 

Ruffnut rolled her eyes and obeyed Fishlegs. "Okay." As she buckled 
herself, she muttered, "This is going to be the longest two days of 
my life. " 

"I was actually hoping to stay a week," Fishlegs interrupted, but 
shut up when Ruffnut glared at him. "Or we could stay only two days 
and do one species in incredible detail. Just two days." 

"Good," Ruffnut cried. She smashed her head into Barf 1 s head, knowing 
that he'd be unhindered. Why did she agree to this? She could only 
come up with one answer: Fishlegs looked just a bit cuter when 
freaking out over a new dragon, but that was it. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka bit her lip. The whip cracked down unmercifully. She 
counted, <em>thirteen, fourteen, f ifteena€ j <em> 

"That's enough," Drago ordered. 

"But Dada€ i " 

"That's enough, Eret . Put the whip away." 

Eret whined and did as his father said. Valka breathed hard, wanting 
to massage the backs of her legs in order to relieve some pain, but 
Drago had tied her hands to the post. She looked up to him, her left 
eye half-closed by a bruise. "Given up yet?" 

Drago chuckled. "I don't give up easily. You're going to tell me what 
I want to know." 

"Never . " 

Drago kept smiling. "Alright, then we can talk about something else. 
The Dragon Trainer. You worked with him to get the King. Where is he? 
Maybe he'll help me." 

"I don't know. We failed to free the King's children and we parted. I 
don't know anything about him. Besides, why would he help you?" 

"If he doesn't. I'll annihilate his island, which Eret really wants 
to do. And your dragon pets are proof that Eret usually does what I 
tell him to do well." 

Valka tensed, and Drago could tell. He grinned maliciously. 

"There's a good girl. Now, I'll make you a deal. We'll scratch 
killing you for information. I just want the Dragon Trainer now. If 
you tell me where he is. I'll go to him peacefully, under a truce. If 
you don't tell me. I'll claw it out of you with my dagger and I'll go 
to war with him, eventually killing him." 

Valka could tell that Drago was serious. He did have the manpower to 
take over Berk, that much was true, but she didn't know how it was 
possible. She kept silent. 


Drago shrugged. "Alright, darling. You had your chance. Eret, take 



the battalion to Berk." 


Valka gaped. "Wait! How did you know where he was?" 

Drago laughed. "I'm not stupid. I was watching you that night where 
you freed my dragons, where he told his friends to get back to Berk. 
It doesn't take an idiot to figure it out sweetheart." 

Valka tugged at the rope. "You can try. Don't you think he already 
has enough dragons to fight you off?" 

Eret laughed. "Good one, Valka! I always loved your jokes." 

Drago grinned and pulled his son close. He was turned from Valka, but 
he spoke loud enough for her to hear. "When you find the Dragon 
Trainer, make him a portrait for his tribe to look at. A bloody, 
mangled picture. I know you can do it." 

"Yes sir. Should I use the jagged blades? Whips? Oh, can I please, 
please, please use one of our dragon traps? You know, the one that 
chops off their wings? I'll just do his arms. I'll kill him slowly. 
Oh! Hey, can I burn him?" 

Valka knew that they were doing this for her benefit. They were 
trying to undermine her at her roots, threatening a human being she 
cared about. Every ounce of common sense in her body told her to keep 
her mouth shut, but images attacked. Horrid images of her baby, the 
Dragon Trainer, being splita€ | cuta€ | he was screaming loudly. It sent 
shivers up her spine. She couldn't rid the images of her 
babya€ i beatena€ i killeda€ i 

She shrieked. "If you touch my son I will skin you alive!" 

They both looked back to her, in shock. It was silent for a few 
moments as her words sunk into them. Valka cursed herself. The one 
thing she couldn't say, the one thinga€ | and she just let it scream 
out ! 

Drago ' s chuckling jolted her from grief. Eret ' s hollering laughter 
echoed through the caves. 

"Your son!" Eret cried. "The Dragon Trainer is your son?" He kept 
laughing . 

Drago ' s mockery was even more malevolent. He waltzed up to her, 
snatched her chin, and examined her face. "Yes. Yes, I can see the 
resemblance. Who's the father?" 

"He's more of a man than you," she hissed. 

Drago slammed her head into the wooden pole. "Oh, I don't doubt it. 
You must miss your son. Is he looking for you? Or has he written you 
off as a horrid mother?" 

For the first time, Valka realized that Hiccup was expecting her back 
in two weeks. Two weeks. There was no reason to come and see her 
before then. She would have to stay here for two weeks, but by the 
end of the first, Drago would decrypt all the information she was 
hiding. He wouldn't wait two weeks like Hiccup. 



Drago pursed his lip in mock sorrow and patted her shoulder. "The 
reason he thinks you're a bad mother, is that related to the things I 
found in the back of your cave?" 

Valka kept herself sane though she was a wreck. "You mean the 
saddles? No, I didn't make one for his birthday. He now thinks I'm an 
awful mother." 

"Play jokes all you want, lassie, " Drago continued, "but I was 
referring to the objects labeled "Katla" . Oh, is Katla his sister? 
Maybe we should hunt for her instead. Maybe we should mangle her in 
place of her brother." 

"You won't find her," Valka promised. She wouldn't tell him the 
reason why. 

Drago chuckled more. "I think we will. You've been very cooperative 
darling, but I think my answers lie with a certain boy who trains 
dragons like his mommy. I'll get back to you." He kissed her on the 
cheek . 

She wiped it on her shoulder, shooting spears at the villain with her 
eyes. "May you die," she cursed. "And may it be slow." She spit at 
his feet. 

Drago smiled, ignoring the disrespect. "We'll see about that. Eret, 
assemble some men and watch her." 

"But I wanted toa€ i " 

"Stay with Valka! Don't give her any food." 

"Yes sir," Eret dryly acknowledged. Then he muttered, "I get all the 
boring jobs . " 

"I let you kill her dragons, son. Learn how to be grateful. I'll be 
back soon . " 

"Bye Dad . " 

Valka turned her head, looking anywhere but Drago and his son. How 
stupid could she be? Well, her limit had to be that decision she had 
just made; the decision to let it slip that Hiccup was her son. She 
had sworn that she would protect him and now she had betrayed him, 
and Stoick. She buried her head in her arms, not crying, but hiding 
in her shame. "I'm sorry," she whispered. 

Her head was smashed into the pole again, this time by a frustrated 
Eret . 

"Hope you're happy, Valka," he seethed. "Your son's going to be a 
fine specimen for my father's collection." 

"I thought he collected dragons," she growled. 

"Oh, he does. But he also loves to see people in pain. Ha, haa€ i your 
son and my dad are going to have so much fun!" 

"I will kill you," Valka vowed. "I will kill both you and your 
father, and I will make it slow Eret. I will make it very 



slow . " 

"Suit yourself. You're starving yourself with the rate of your 
insults. Good night. Sleep tight. And good dreams about your son. 
You'll need them." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Barf and Belch landed on the snow blanketed island. The full moon 
shone low in the sky, the pink rays of the sunset still glowing in 
the west. Fishlegs looked at it admirably, and Barf and Belch had 
instantly fallen asleep. Ruffnut kicked both in the head, but they 
didn't budge. Ruffnut growled as she realized that they had to light 
the fire by hand.<p> 

"Brainy, get some more wood. I don't think I have enough." 

"Sure. Do you want pine, fir, or birch?" 

Ruffnut clenched her teeth and growled, "Just get me some wood!" But 
she secretly admired his attention to detail. She didn't know what 
kind of wood burned the best, but he knew, and that's why she liked 
him, she guessed anyway. Of course, he was still creepy and weird. 
Yeah . 

The big man huffed and retreated to the forest. Fishlegs completed 
his mission in record time and returned with an arm load of wood. 
"Here you go." He plopped them into the small fire. Sparks flew on 
the sand but quickly extinguished. The remaining fire slowly climbed 
the rest of the wood; Ruffnut couldn't wait for the warmth. She 
tightened her fur vest and prayed that the heat would come quickly, 
but it didn't. It must've been her record of wrong-doings that slowed 
the fire's progress, it had to have been. 

Fishlegs noticed her shivering and rearranged the logs. He blew on 
the fire hard. 

"What?" Ruff exclaimed. "You'll kill the firea€|" She grew quiet as 
she realized that he was spreading the flames to the unscathed wood. 
"Never mind, " she snapped as the fire spread. 

It was quiet again, almost unbearably quiet for the both of 
them . 

Fishlegs awkwardly twiddled his thumbs. "Well, we're here. I-uh, I 
figured that I could start taking notes in the morning and keep going 
until the day's over. How much is Astrid paying you to be with 
me?" 


"Ten chicken legs. You?" 

"Hiccup promised me five goat horns." 

Ruffnut nodded. The conversation died and all was silent again except 
for the fire's cackling and the hushed human voices behind Ruffnut 
and Fishlegs. 


Ruffnut heard them, and Fishlegs after her. Fishlegs doused the fire 
and Ruffnut ducked to the ground. 



Fishlegs whimpered, "I'm positive we landed on the right island, we 
can't have landed on the wrong island, what are we going to do, who 
are these peoplea€|?" 

Ruffnut slapped her hand across his mouth. "Shut up!" 

Fishlegs remained silent and the two listened in on the two 
guards . 

"Drago wants us to be ready by dawn. Don't anger him and you'll be 
fine, " the first, older one said. 

The younger one stuttered, "What-what are we doing?" 

"Attacking an island called Berk. We've got to capture a person 
called "The Dragon Trainer". I don't know why we want him, but the 
boss needs him. Now get ready. We've only got tonight to 
prepare . " 

The younger one nodded and raced off. The oldest however, remained, 
and looked in Ruffnut 's and Fishleg's direction. 

Ruffnut 's hand silenced Fishlegs' gasp, and the group remained 
utterly silent. Everyone held their breath until the guard walked 
away in the direction of the younger man. 

Ruffnut released Fishlegs from her hold and he gasped in 
shock . 

"What are we going to do?" he demanded. 

"Not talk, " Ruffnut ordered. "But your research trip might be 
postponed . " 

Fishlegs nodded with panic. "Oh, I couldn't agree with you more." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Forgot to mention it last chapter, but Katla was actually a 
Norwegian name I looked up. It was the name of a dragon in a 
children's book, but it also means volcano. Here's the cool part. The 
book was written by an author named Astrid. Astrid, dragon... I 
thought it all fit together. :) Thank you for reading! Please 
review ! <em> 


18. Chapter 18 

_Whew ! Longest one yet! Hope it's good enough and suspenseful enough! 
As always, Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! Reviews really boost me up 
and make my day, so thanks for topping 90 reviews! There's more to 
come !_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 18<p> 

The sea billowed against the coast and the deep blue horizon seemed 
to merge in with the grayest sky Hiccup had ever seen. A snow storm 
was coming. A bad one. He wanted a rainstorm just for the sake of it 



being warmer, but they wouldn't come for another nine months. Snow 
was all he would get. 

Hiccup sighed as Toothless rubbed his back against the stone floor of 
the Academy entrance. Hiccup contentedly sat on the balcony hanging 
over the billowing ocean. He dangled his feeta€ | foot and prosthetic. 
The boy's thoughts drifted to his mother. He knew she'd be alright. 
She did after all have dozens of fire breathing dragons to save her 
if she was almost frozen to death, but he still worried. 

"Son!" The summons echoed through the wind. 

"What is it. Dad?" Hiccup called back, his head locked to stare at 
the stormy spectacle. 

Stoick didn't answer. Instead, he sauntered to his son and sat down 
beside him. "You've been avoiding me." 

"No, " Hiccup blankly protested. "Just needed some time 
alone . " 

Stoick huffed. "The whole family needs time alone." He gripped his 
hands on the wood, swearing that he'd get some men to fix this 
shaking dock. He was surprised it hadn't fallen yet. But his 
attention soon returned to his silent son and the way he 
unemotionally stared at the storm, looking at it as if he dared it to 
knock him down. 

Hiccup kept staring, swung his feet, bit his lip, and then rolled his 
eyes. He finally growled, "I don't know what to do." 

Stoick calmly breathed and answered, "I don't think there's anything 
you can do . " 

"I justa€ | I still don't get why Mom had to leave." 

"She isn't telling us something." 

Hiccup started, scared at what was being hidden, but somehow still 
relieved that his father spoke some definite information. "What did 
you say?" 

Stoick shook his head. "I know it's been thirteen years, but you 
never forget the woman you love. She's hiding something. She hasn't 
told us something, either something that happened during the fight or 
something during the last thirteen years. But, she's decided to bury 
it away and hide it from us." 

Hiccup blinked hard, torn away from the storm's hold; Stoick took his 
place and his gaze was lost in the chaos. 

Hiccup desperately searched for an answer, stuttering until his mouth 
formed words. "Bu-but if telling us is what will make it better, then 
she should tell us, now. So we can fix it. Right?" 

Stoick chuckled at his son's cluelessness. "It doesn't work like 
that . " 

Hiccup sighed. "Then how does it work? Should we fly there and demand 
her that she tell us?" 



"Demanding her to side with us will only drive her away more. She'll 
tell us when she's ready." 

"What if she's never ready?" 

That question was unexpected for Stoick. He had considered that 
subconsciously, but this was the first time it was ever brought to 
mouth. He finally croaked, "I don't know." 

Hiccup lowered his head, like he was grieving. "That's what I'm 
scared of . " 


Stoick sighed and looked to his son. He patted his shoulder. "Hey," 
he snapped to get his son's attention. Only when Hiccup looked at him 
through helpless eyes did Stoick speak. "I don't know what's going to 
happen, son. I can't see into the future. But I do know that you'll 
get through this. You've got everything you need to get through this. 
Am I right?" 

Hiccup smirked. "I don't know. The official record says no." 


Stoick chuckled. "Well, you do know that I'm right. Now say 
it 


Hiccup sighed. "You're right." 

"Good. Now, if we hurry we'll make it to the morning meeting. I know 
you hate them but this one will only be an hour." 

"An hour?" Hiccup whined. 

"Yes. Such a crime, isn't it?" Stoick laughed once more and took off 
on Thornado. 


Hiccup got up to follow his father and Toothless readied for flight, 
but Hiccup again found his gaze drawn to the storm on the horizon. It 
slowly oozed closer to him by the second. 

His father's words echoed in his mind. _You'll get through this. 
You've got everything you need to get through this._ 

"You hear that?" he taunted the storm. "I'm gonna get through it. So 
just back off. Or try and knock me down, but I'll get back up. Hit me 
with your best shot." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Slam ! <em>Catapult s were armed. Boulders were shoved into 
storage. Swords hissed as they slid into scabbards. Arrows twanged as 
crossbows were test fired. Dragon traps were armed, their clank 
predicting death. The sharp percussion of soldiers' footsteps 
marched, thundering like the storm passing over. Snow pelted the 
exhausted men but they trudged on; any rest was worthy of death in 
their commander's eyes. 

"The sounds of war, " Ruffnut poetically slurred. She peeked over a 
large boulder, distant enough to be unseen by the army but close 
enough to observe their movements. "I love spying! This is so 
awesome ! " 



Fishlegs peeked over, his eyes barely rising over the rock. The sight 
shocked him. "There's no way that Berk can hold all of this off." He 
counted. "Thirty ships. And based on their size, each ship can hold 
about fifty men." He clamped his lips shut. 

"What's the calculation. Brainy?" Ruffnut asked, frustrated with his 
silence . 

Fishlegs hissed, "1500 men." 

"How much does Berk have?" 

"500 at best. These guys are three times our size." 

"Great! I love a good fight!" 

Fishlegs cringed at the fiery look in her eyes. It was as if she 
wanted to take on all of those soldiers by herself. "Alright, think 
rationally now." 

"I thought I told you to relax." 

"I am relaxed," Fishlegs curtly retorted. "Calm as a sunbathing 
dragon. But you also said my brain was worth something. Now, look at 
where all the soldiers are coming from." 

"That big opening in the cave." 

"Right, now look along the mountain, but closer to us. What do you 
see? " 


Ruffnut giggled. "A gorgeous hunk." 

"FurtheraC | " Fishlegs grunted. 

Ruff scanned the side of the mountain. "There's another 
opening . " 

"Right. An unguarded opening." 

"Say no more," Ruffnut announced. "I'll be right back." 

Fishlegs snatched her wrist. "Please don't tell me that you're going 
to pretend to be one of them like Tuffnut pretended to a Berserker or 
Outcast . " 

Ruffnut shrugged. "Okay. I won't tell you. Just let go of my 
wrist . " 

"Ruff!" Fishlegs hissed. "Do you see any other women in that 
army?" 

"Nope. Disgraceful." 

"Right. No other women, which means they'll see you, figure out you 
don't belong there, and you'll get caught." 

Ruffnut growled. "Well, we gotta do something! Let's just fly back 
and tell Stoick what we saw." 



Fishlegs hummed thoughtfully. He started whimpering and stared at the 
mountain, and then darted his gaze through the snowing sky. 


"Oh no," Ruffnut moaned. "Don't tell me. The odds are in the single 
digits, whatever that means." 

Fishlegs shook his head. "No, noa€|this is Hiccup's mom's 
mountain . " 

Ruffnut nodded, expecting more information, but slowly pieced it 
together herself. Almost afraid of the possibilities, Ruffnut 
whispered, "You think she's working for them?" 

"No," Fishlegs snapped. "Well, maybe. She might be a prisoner. Oh no. 
What will we tell the chief? What will we tell Hiccup? They're going 
to panic, I know Hiccup will, but we have toa€ | " 

Ruffnut slapped her hand over his mouth again. "Relax. Relax and 
think like Fishlegs. I'll think like the warrior. I'm going in there 
to find out what the deal is, if she's prisoner or the boss. I might 
kick some butt along the way." 

Fishlegs tore her hand off him. "I can't let you. It's too 
dangerous . " 

"Then stay here." She took off. 

Fishlegs tried to grab her hand again, but she disappeared into the 
brush . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Fishlegs was right about one thing, as much as Ruffnut hated to 
admit it. The guards were thick in numbers and almost impossible to 
sneak through. This was a situation where she was thankful for her 
skinny stature. She slid behind walls and behind large poles like a 
snake avoiding the vision of soldiers. It was fun, playing spy, but 
she knew if she didn't get back soon that Fishlegs would suffer from 
hysteria . <p> 

She snuck past the allotment of guards and finally slipped in through 
the second cave entrance. It was dark in there, not a torch to be 
seen. So, she casually walked througha€ ! and collapsed onto a pile of 
metal armor. 

The echo of clangs made her shudder each second. Fire's light snuck 
into the entrance, and with it two burly men, one of them holding a 
torch . 

"Who are you?" the torchbearer demanded. "What are you doing?" 

The second one leapt at her. She stopped his fist with a defense 
maneuver, not knocking him to the ground but catching him off guard. 
She kicked him in the groin and smashed her head to his. He grabbed 
her leg and tore it towards him, knocking her off balance. Ruff 
snatched a handful of his hair and pulled; she hoisted herself up and 
rammed her knee into his nose. She snapped his neck and he was 
motionless on the ground. 



The first guard was awestruck at her talent, but realized she was the 
enemy and wound up to throw the torch at her. 


Ruffnut readied herself. But she saw a metal scabbard rise behind him 
and hit the back of his head. He apparently had a very thin skull 
because he fell forward instantly. Ruffnut grabbed the torch and held 
its light to the face of her rescuer. She giggled, "You made 
it ! " 


Fishlegs threw the scabbard to the ground with a disgusted look on 
his face. "Well, I wasn't going to stay there by myself." 

Ruffnut slyly grinned; he wanted to check up on her, which was both 
sweet and degrading to her as a female warrior, but what stunned her 
most was that she didn't care. "Come on. Let's go see what stupid 
plan these idiots are coming up with." 

"We might have a bigger problem, " Fishlegs warned. 

Ruffnut groaned, "Don't tell me my brother came on Meat lug." 

"No. Now, before I say anything, don't worry. Zipplebacks are 
naturally camouflaged and Barf and Belch are hidden very well." 

At the mention of her dragon, Ruffnut panicked. "What are you getting 
at?" 


Fishlegs breathed deeply and uttered, "These people are dragon 
hunters. I just saw a lot of heads being nailed to their masts, 
twenty-five out of thirty." 

"Where did all those dragons come from?" 

Fishlegs deduced, "Hiccup's mom. Think about it. Hiccup said she had 
a mountain full of dragons. Maybe that's where they're getting them. 
They ambushed her." 

"Maybe she got them the dragons willingly." 

Fishlegs shook his head. "No. No, you saw how she reacted when Stoick 
wouldn't free the dragons from the Dragon King. I don't think she'd 
ever hurt any dragon willingly." 

Ruffnut threw up her hands. "Alright Fishy. You figured all that out, 
so you get us out of here. What do we do now?" 

Fishlegs shook his head. "I don't know! Do I have to come up with 
everything? " 

"Yes. You've got the brains!" 

"WellaCiwell you're the strategize person. You know how to fight and 
win. So, what do we do?" 

Ruffnut threw up her hands again and rolled her eyes. "Uh, maybe we 
should sneak in and see what they're planning like I said before! 

Then you use your brain to see if there's anything we can do to stop 
them, but it has to include me kicking butt." 

Fishlegs surrendered. "Okay. Let's go." 



><p>Valka hated this part of herself. She hated the part of her that 
surrendered. She was a mother, and therefore she was a fighter. But, 
for the sake of not antagonizing Drago more, she let Eret chain her 
up to the stone wall. Her arms now ached from being stretched to her 
sides, but she kept her head high. She wouldn't give into Drago 
again, she would never tell him any more delicate secrets about her 
family, even the one she kept most guarded. She wouldn't give in 
again; she'd rather die than betray her family. <p> 

A burly guard sauntered up to her. The thick, red scar blinding his 
eye would scare anyone, but Valka wasn't so easily intimidated. 

He laughed, his beard bouncing. "So the Dragon Trainer was your 
son? " 


"What of it?" 

He chuckled even more. "Guess it's in your bloodline to have failed 
offspring. The runt couldn't lift an axe if he wanted to. Does he 
have most of his mummy in him, the boy? Is he so feminine that he 
can't face us to get you?" 

She wanted to say something, anything. She wanted to throw a fist 
into the man and blind his other eye, but that wouldn't do any good, 
just harm. She calmly squared her shoulders kept her stare 
straight . 

The man was annoyed that he received no response, growling to show 
it. He tried more. "He'll end up like your dragons once our boys get 
a hold of him." He chuckled again. "Not often I get to rip out some 
teeth, you know, the back ones. Can't wait to hear him scream when we 
break his legs or maybe cut off another foot. Hey, I'll even send a 
digit to you so you can remember him." The man was dangerously close 
to her now, mere inches away from her face. His breath reeked with 
alcohol and rotten teeth. "Would you like that sweetie? A finger to 
remember your son by when he's gone?" 

Valka didn't let that hurt her. Hiccup was with Stoick. If Valka knew 
one thing about Stoick, she knew that he'd keep their son safe. 

The man saw her unwillingness to respond. He shrugged. "Guess you'll 
have to see him burned with the rods before you talk. But when we do 
torture him, if you want to vomit by the time we cut out his tongue, 
go ahead. We won't hold it against you." He smiled malevolently and 
walked away, but not before placing her hair behind her ear and 
stroking her neck. 

Valka shook inwardly at the feeling, but kept her face stoic. Nothing 
would happen to her baby. Nothing would touch a hair on his head as 
long as she lived. Stoick would keep him safe; Stoick would rather 
die than let someone torture their precious son like that. 

Valka realized her own thoughts. _Stoick will keep him safe. Stoick 
would face death if it meant saving our son. If I have such high 
thoughts of him now, then why couldn't I trust his reaction when I 
had the chance to tell him? Why? Pain? I didn't want to tell him what 
happened? Why couldn't I trust him with the secret? Why couldn't I 



tell him of our daughter? 


* * 


* 


><p>Fishlegs inched behind Ruffnut as she led him through the cave. 
This was alright, he reasoned. They had been through worse situations 
than this, hadn't they? Hadn't he survived the battle with the Dragon 
King? They made it out alive then, so who said that they couldn't 
make it now?<p> 

He saw Ruffnut keep the torch shoulder high and forward, scanning for 
any threat. She had her spear with her just in case, but even she 
doubted she'd need it. This section of caves seemed somewhat 
abandoned anyway. 

He glanced back the short distance they'd tiptoed. There were wooden 
crates filled with metal armor. Were they extras? He honestly didn't 
know what to think. Ruffnut would know. She was the battle fanatic 
while he was the book fanatic. It was obvious that she was the most 
useful in this instance, so he just stayed quiet. 

He didn't know how long they spent sneaking through the passageways, 
but it wasn't long before hushed voices whispered in the 
distance . 

"Quick!" he hissed. "Extinguish the flame." 

"We can take thema€ | " 

Fishlegs ripped the torch from her grasp and shoved it into the 
permafrost. He swished it around until smoke danced upward. 

"a€|on," Ruffnut finished. "You know, I could've kicked their 
butts . " 

"Just shush and listen!" 

"Buta€ | " 

Fishlegs held her down and gagged her with his right hand. It 

instantly hit him that he was holding her, closer than ever, but he 

ignored it. Surprisingly, so did Ruffnut as they heard voices in the 
distance . 

"Want anymore ale?" 

"Nah. I'm good." Distinctive gulping was heard and then a large burp. 
Fishlegs heard Ruffnut giggle, but she silenced herself before anyone 
could hear. 

The voices continued, "I wonder what the point isa€| making us five 
stay here with the chief's son, guarding a worthless prisoner while 
they go off and fight Berk? She can't go anywhere." 

Fishlegs whispered, "That might be Hiccup's mom." 

The voices were slurred now. "You know the chief." He hiccupped. 

"Wants everything secure and certain. Hey, you weasel runt, do me a 

favor. Go and get more breada€ | and muttona€ | and some more ale." 



A raspy, uncertain voice squawked, "Buta€|the chief said that's for 
the soldiersa€ | " 

The man bellowed, "I said get it now!" 

"Y-yes sir!" Worried footfalls scurried up something, like stairs. 
They rushed past Ruff and 'Legs, and into a room down the hall. 
Ruffnut leaned forward, despite Fishlegs' restraint, and saw filled 
barrels of ale and other crates filled with what she thought was 
mutton. But what she noticed more was that the mutton was packed 
together with hay. 

She smiled. She ripped Fishlegs' hand from her mouth just as the boy 
raced back to his masters and said, "This is why you shouldn't have 
killed my torch. I've got an idea now." 

She chuckled at Fishlegs' dumbfounded expression and squealed, "I 
knowa€ | Let ' s declare a holiday when we get home!" 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Fire!" someone hollered. "Fire! Fire!"<p> 

Without a second's thought, the five guards and Eret raced out of the 
cave, leaving Valka chained to the stone wall. She could hear the 
fire's crackling and the light glowed dimly against the wall of the 
cave. Hopefully, this would deter the mission to Berk, if only for a 
few hours. Yes, luck was with hera€|this time. 

She dropped her head, letting her weaknesses show now that the men 
were gone. She wanted to cry, but somehow she couldn't. 

How could she not tell Stoick? Why didn't she tell Stoick? He had a 
right to know, even if... even if her beloved Katlaa€| 

"I told you to duck when they came rushing by!" 

Valka shot up. That was a woman's voice; a little gruff but 
definitely a woman's voice. 

"It was better to pretend that we were one of them. They didn't 
suspect a thing." At that last sentence, the couple rounded the 
corner and Valka recognized them immediately. They were friends of 
her son. 

"Fishlegs! Ruffnut!" 

Both heard her and gasped. Panic flushed across their faces, 
especially Fishlegs'. 

"Mrs. Haddock!" he hissed and raced over to her, Ruffnut close 
behind. "Mrs. Haddock, are you alright?" 

"I'm fine. Don't pay attention to the welts, they're nothing. How did 
you find me?" 

"By accident, " Fishlegs admitted. He noticed Ruffnut unsheathing her 
dagger. "What are you doing?" 

"I'm gonna get her out! I'll pry the chains open." 



"No!" Valka shushed. 


"No, you can ' t ! " 


"But Mrs. Haddock," Fishlegs pleaded, "your husbanda€ | and 
Hiccupa€ | " 

"Listen to me!" Valka hissed. "That fire will keep them occupied long 
enough for you to get away." 

Ruffnut nodded. "Yeah, that's why I had the idea and we started it in 
the first place. We wanted to get you out." 

"No, just listen! The guards will come back any second. If they see 
that I'm not here, they'll know that I escaped with someone and the 
fire won't be their first priority! They'll send dragons to Berk to 
get me back and that fire will be worthless. But if you leave by 
yourselves and they find me here, they won't know you were ever here 
and they'll postpone the attack so they can clean up. You hit their 
food supply so they'll have to reload." 

"But Mrs. Haddocka€ | " 

"Go back to Berk and warn them!" she cried. "Please. Please they 
outnumber you and they'll kill everyone and they'll take Hiccup. 
PleaseaC i go ! " 

Ruffnut 's face remained still through the whole conversation. She 
chose now to speak. "Well, I'm not leaving here until we figure out a 
way to get you out. Stoick will kill us. Now where's the 
key? " 

"You're not staying here," Valka ordered. "You're leaving on whatever 
dragon you came on and you are leaving now!" 

Fishlegs shook his head. "Mrs. Hada€ i " 

"Fishlegs!" Valka cried. "Please you both have to go. Now! Please 
just go and warn them! Drago will come after you once that fire is 
cleaned up! Pleasea€|go! Now!" 

Ruffnut saw her persistence. She knew a woman's persistence; 
impossible to resist. "Fishlegs, come on. Let's go." 

"No, we have toa€ i " 

Ruffnut interrupted. "Leave now or they'll come back and we'll get 
captured and Berk will be attacked!" 

Fishlegs glanced back to Valka. "I'm sorry." 

"Don't be. Just go before they catch you. Now!" 

They raced out of the cave. Valka watched as they slipped through a 
passageway. Two minutes later, a guard bustled in. 

Valka held her breath, praying with all her might that Hiccup's 
friends weren't captured. 

The man snuck up to her. He lethally glared down at her. "Well, well, 
well. Right where we left you." He rubbed his hands along her bare 



forearms. "No pick hidden in your skin? Nothing to make you escape? 
Not even to see your son again?" He clicked his tongue. "Shame." He 
turned to go, but then slapped her. 

Valka bit back a scream from the sting on her cheek, which vibrated 
to her neck. The guard pulled her hair, yanking her up to him. She 
groaned . 

He put his lips to her ear, then whispered, "You got away with this 
one, lassie. Looks like we'll have to blame that fire on the boy who 
got Olaf's mutton. Anything to admit before we roast him?" 

She clamped her lips shut. 

"Fine." He dropped her and left. He shouted, "Thirty lashes for 
arson ! " 

Valka bit her lip as she heard the boy scream. His whimpers of 
innocence hummeda€ | and then the slash came. His scream shrieked 
through the cave. Valka hid tears from coming as she counted the 
lashes. The guard gave him five extra. 

Valka shook her head. "I'm sorry. I'm sorrya€ | " 

Eret stalked into the cave at this time. "It's clever," he narrated 
as he walked, "how that fire came right before we were planning to 
leave to kidnap your son. You know, it destroyed our food supply." He 
chuckled. "You should've known that wouldn't stop my father." He 
knelt down beside her, smiling. "It's going to be difficult Valka, 
taking him back without all the dragons interfering, especially that 
Night Fury. We might have to kill them all. But your son will stay 
here. I'll rip him limb from limb if it means pleasing my father. 
After all, his money is my inheritance." 

He unsheathed his dagger and held it under her chin, drawing blood. 
Eret slithered, "Don't stand in my way." 

Valka shut her eyes. "If you're going to kill me, just do it." 

Eret chuckled. "No, no, noa€ | see, that would displease my father. But 
this wouldn'ta€|" 

He stabbed her forearm. 

This time, Valka couldn't keep from screaming as blood dripped down. 
The stabs kept cominga€ | 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The storm had passed now. Hiccup's taunt of the storm was just 
that morning, and now he was sitting through another boring evening 
meeting. When he was chief, these repetitive meetings would be the 
first to go . <p> 

Hiccup nearly fell asleep, but his father's light punch awakened him 
just in time to hear the conclusion of Mulch's speech. Bucket's 
bucket had loosened now that the storm had passed and he was happy to 
report that wheelbarrow rides by villagers were no longer necessary. 
Also, the latest fish catch was enough to feed them through the 
winter; dragons, as usual, would hunt for their own during 



Snoggletog. As well, nests were ready to welcome the new babies that 
were coming back with the dragons. They were prepared for this year's 
festivities . 


With that, the meeting finally ended, and Hiccup couldn't be 
happier . 

On his way to Gobber's workshop, he massaged his head. He smiled at 
Toothless, who walked drowsily beside him. "Buda€ | I have never been 
happier to say that I now hate meetings." 

Toothless gurgled happily, but tensed almost immediately. He glanced 
to the sky. 

Hiccup noticed his fright. "Bud? What is it?" Then he looked up. 

"They ' rea€ | they ' re back already?" 

Up above him, but quite a distance away, flew a Zippleback with 
figures atop their necks who were undoubtedly Fishlegs and 
Ruf f nut . 

To the villagers' alarm, they crash landed in the Plaza; it was 
obvious that the poor Zippleback had been flown too hard for its own 
good . 

Fishlegs and Ruffnut heaved breaths, recovering from adrenaline. Barf 
and Belch gasped for breath. Tuffnut raced to them and helped Ruffnut 
up. "Are you okay?" Then he looked to his dragon. "You guys killed my 
dragon on your date ! " 

Ruff punched him. "It was not a date!" 

Fishlegs heaved breaths and looked to Hiccup. Aware of the crowds 
around him, he hesitated to tell Hiccup what he'd learned, but this 
type of news couldn't wait. 

Fishlegs grasped his shoulders. "Hiccupa€ | wea€ | wea€ | we 
founda€ | " 

"Found what, Fishlegs?" Hiccup urged. "Found what?" 

Fishlegs inhaled. "We found your mom. She ' sa€ | she ' sa€ | " 

The look of panic on Hiccup's face told Fishlegs that he shouldn't 
have hesitated. 

"What?" Hiccup exclaimed, shaking. He grabbed Fishlegs' shoulders 
tightly. "What? Where's my mom?" 

Fishlegs gasped and admitted, "She was captured by dragon killers. 
They've got her chained up." 

Hiccup gasped, feeling like a giant rock hit him. There was only one 
dragon killer in the entire archipelago who ' d want something from his 
mother. "Are you sure, Fishlegs? Tell me that you were seeing things, 
please ! " 

Ruffnut tore Hiccup's hands from Fishlegs, and Hiccup realized just 
how strongly he held Fishlegs. "Hiccup, it was your mom," she 
reaffirmed. "We aren't making it up. She's in trouble. And it's not 



just that. The people holding her have this massive army of 

likeaC | 1500 people. I don't know how many that is, but it's more than 

we have. They're going to take you and kill all of us!" 

The crowd's buzz of worry and gossip began once Fishlegs admitted the 
news, but Hiccup just heard it now, and it was much louder than 
before. He shook his head. "We've got to go help her!" 

The crowd's buzz increased to frantic yells. They were in danger. War 
was coming. They were caught unprepared. How far off was the enemy? 
Would Stoick leave them? Would the chief's wife betray them? 

Hiccup looked at the crowds with growing fear. How could he control 

this? How could he calm them when he was shaking with 

fear? 

"Everybody calm down!" Stoick cried. "Stay calm. I promise that 
everything will be handled accordingly. Fishlegs, Ruffnut, will my 
wife be on their warships?" 

"I-I don't know sir," Fishlegs answered. 

Ruffnut gasped. "No! No waitaC i Remember ? The guards said that five of 
them were staying there with Valka while the army 
attacked . " 

Fishlegs searched his memory and then frantically nodded. "That's 
right. Chief, that's right. Good job Ruff!" 

Stoick assessed his odds while Ruffnut nodded proudly. He breathed 
heavily, wondering what to do. It seemed there was only one option. 
But would everyone else agree? He turned to the crowd and bellowed, 
"Wait here. You will be informed of everything momentarily. Just give 
me a moment alone with my son." 

Without waiting a second, Stoick grabbed Hiccup's arm and dragged him 
into Hiccup's study in the forge. He wrestled to get through the 
small door, but he eventually made it. Hiccup came after him and shut 
the door. 

Hiccup panted, "What are we going to do?" 

"Calm down son. Just calm down." Stoick breathed. "Do you have any 
idea who has your mother?" 

"Drago, " Hiccup snapped. "He's the only one who would have the guts 
to do this. He has to know that Mom helped me escape and if he knows 
that, he knows about her dragons. Oh no. Dad, Dad he's after her 
dragons ! " 

Stoick shushed him. "Be quiet or the villagers will hear. Now, 
listen. That army had to have left by now. They'll be on their way. 
I'm going to go and get your mom." 

"Then I'm coming with you." 

"Hiccup, you can't!" 

"I have to!" Hiccup cried. "She's as much my mother as she is your 
wife ! " 



Stoick grabbed his son's shoulders roughly. "I know that you worry 
about your mom, but I'm asking you to leave that to me. War is coming 
to Berk. Son, you have to stay here and lead the army." 

Hiccup shivered. He shook his head, despite his father's urges of 
"Yes, you have to!" 

Finally, Hiccup cried, "I can't! You saw them out there! They're 
scared anda€ i I don't know what to do so how can I lead an army! 
H-Howa€ | I don'ta€|I can'ta€| I'm not youa€ | " 

"Son!" Stoick barked. Then he softly continued, "I know that the 
first battle is always the toughest, but I know that you can do this! 
You can do this! You have to protect our people. That is your 
destiny!" He hugged his son one last time, tightly. He whispered, "I 
will come back with your mother and you will make it through this. I 
promise. Goodbye." 

Hiccup didn't stop him. He felt his father's arms abandon him and his 
father struggled out the door. He heard complaints and voices 
outside. He couldn't decipher them, but from what he could tell, his 
father was leaving on Thornado out to sea. 

Summoning his morsel amounts of courage. Hiccup inhaled, puffed out 
his chest, and walked outside. The criticizing eyes of the terrified 
villagers chilled him to the bone. 

A voice cried, "Well, what is your father doing? What did he leave 
you to do?" 

Hiccup never forgot the bite in that man's voice. The demoting, 
judging, untrusting bite of that last sentence, but he forced it 
down . 

These people wanted answers, so he'd give them answers. 

He squeaked, "E-Everyone meet in the-the Great Hall. Town-town 
meeting . " 

Shakily, they followed his orders, leaving Hiccup more afraid with 
each passing second. 


19. Chapter 19 

_This is the emotional chapter, just to warn you. My goal is to make 
someone cry. Let me know if you cried or if you wanted to! And tell 
me what you think in reviews! They make my day! Love them! 
Read/Review/Criticize/Enjoy! (Hope this chapter's not too cheesy) 

><em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 19<p> 

The citizens of Berk filing into the Great Hall were silent. 
Unbearably silent. Only hushed whispers buzzed through the Great 
Hall. Hiccup didn't consider that any sort of encouragement. 



The fear knotting in his stomach only grew stronger. It made him want 
to bend over double and gag, but for the sake of not tearing down his 
peoples' confidence, he squared his shoulders and puffed out his 
chest. He was failing, he knew it. He was slowly losing control, as 
if he had any to begin with. Why couldn't he go save Mom while Dad 
led their people? It would've been easier. It was preferable. Why 
couldn't he have this test of leadership with his Dad at his side? 

A hand touched his shoulder. Hiccup didn't turn. He knew who it 
was . 

Gobber whispered, "You can do this. He wouldn't have left you here if 
he didn't know you could do it. Do you want me to start, get their 
attention? " 

Hiccup shook his head, his common sense yelling at him for refusing. 
"No thanks, Gobber. I-I-I'll do it, I guess." 

Gobber nodded. "Okay. Good luck." 

Hiccup didn't know whether Gobber 's blessing was helping him or 
scaring him. He only nodded and exhaled nervously, hoping to calm his 
nerves but found he couldn't. Toothless nudged his hand. _If any of 
them disagree with you. I'll fry them myself ._ 

Hiccup rubbed Toothless's nose, oblivious to the threat. In one 
breath, before he could tell himself no, he climbed to the top of the 
hearth and waved his hand. "Excuse me!" he cried. "Excuse me?" 

The crowd nearest the hearth was attentive, but those further away 
were still talking amongst themselves. 

Hiccup was about to try again when Gobber shouted, "Hey everyone! 

Shut up! The chief's son is talking! Be quiet!" 

Hiccup glanced thankfully at Gobber, but then he made the mistake of 
looking at the crowd. He couldn't handle all of those eyes staring at 
him, those criticizing yet frightened eyes. 

His heart raced and he felt his mouth run dry. He wanted to speak but 
found his voice was gone. After an agonizing amount of time, he found 
it . 

He took a deep breath and shouted, "My father has left because of my 
mother's kidnapping. He has gone to rescue her and has left me to 
lead us to war . " 

"Why you?" a voice asked. 

Hiccup couldn't tell where it came from. He didn't care. Someone said 
that. They didn't believe in him. Hoping his shaking wasn't visible, 
he said, "I'm his son, that's why." _0h, that sounded stupid. Well 
done dodo bird. _"Uh, so we need to ready ourselves for 
battle . " 

"Why are we going to fight?" an outraged man said, the same one who 
doubted Hiccup. "We heard what Fishlegs said. That army is three 
times our size! How can we defeat them?" 



Gobber knew this man; the old, pessimistic shoemaker. Hiccup would 
melt under pressure if the man wasn't forced to shut up. He shouted, 
"Because your new chief is leading you." 

Some gasped, but the shoemaker gaped mockingly. "Hiccup is our chief? 
Stoick has abandoned us ! " 

"No, he hasn't!" Hiccup cried, wanting to stop them from panicking. 
"He's just gone ahead, but he's left me to give you 
instructions . " 

"Trust a chief who ran away? Trust his son who ran away from the job 
he's now taking over?" the shoemaker retorted. 

Gobber flashed an angry glare. "Don't make me come over there Norf. 
Hiccup came back. He's proven himself hundreds of times to this 
village before, or have you all forgotten the many times he's saved 
your lives! What about when you tried to send Toothless off the 
island for the lightning storm, he was right then! Or the Battle of 
the Green Death, when he lost his foot trying to save all of you; 
almost lost his life? He didn't have any reason to help us after we 
locked away his dragon and pretended he didn't exist, but he saved us 
anyway! Need I go on?" 

Some guilty faces in the crowd immediately told Gobber no, but some 
skeptical men, like Norf, still doubted. 

Norf voiced, "Stilla€|why must we defend your mother who ran away as 
well?" 

Hiccup boiled. He spoke before Gobber could. "Because you owe us! My 
father faithfully led you for his entire life, and now, right when he 
needs you most, you're going to abandon him?" 

Norf breathed hard and shouted, "He's asking us to sacrifice himself 
for his own family's problems!" 

"You're right!" Hiccup shouted, to a volume even he didn't know he 
could reach. "I am. But you need to help me! Everything depends on 
it ! " 


Gobber looked up to Hiccup. "Don't get angry, lad. Calm down. 
Breathe." Hiccup still panted. "Breathe." 

Hiccup breathed, forcing himself to control his anger, but it was so 
hard with people like Norf not seeing the obvious that needed to be 
done. "I'm sorry," he said loudly, hating the nervousness and regret 
in his voice. "But wea€ | we need to help my father now. We need to 
stick togethera€ | and be together anda€| fight for what we all know to 
be right." The knot grew heavier with each sentence. He knew he was 
doing this wrong. Finally, he cracked. "I can't be Stoick for you! I 
can't be what he was! It's impossible! He's gone now and I wish he 
was here just as much as you, but he can't be here! I'm here! I don't 
even know if I'm good enough for you! But I do know that we need to 
fight this wara€ | to help my father! Now who's with me?" 

No one moved, obeying Hiccup's greatest fear. He shuddered. He didn't 
know what to say. He didn't know what to do. His muscles didn't even 
twitch . 



Like thunder, footsteps moved through the crowd, a foot and a piece 
of wood. The unseen figure arrived at the hearth and, neglecting 
soldiers' help, used his crutches to stand on the hearth. He smiled 
encouragingly . 

"I'm with you," he said. 

Hiccup gaped. "Snotlout?" he mouthed. The frozenness of Hiccup before 
was nothing compared to his shock now. He stood there, stalk still. 
Snotlout was with him? Hiccup's heart leapt up to his throat so the 
lump it made rendered him speechless. "Thanks," he mouthed. He 
breathed deeply, not knowing whether to jump across the fire and hug 
Snotlout or give another speech. 

Before he could decide, Fishlegs climbed up. He folded his arms and 
smiled . "I'm in . " 

Ruffnut leapt on top, opposite Fishlegs. "Sign me up." 

Adults' faces were downcast now, ashamed and awed that children were 
more willing to support their chief than they were. 

Tuffnut climbed up beside his sister, and almost fell into the fire, 
but steadied himself. "If she's going, I'm going. Besides, I can't 
leave you to suffer under her wrath." Ruffnut punched him, 
chuckling . 

Astrid finally joined him on top and took his hand. Hushed whispers 
arose, but they ignored them. "We're here, chief," she whispered. 

"Now motivate your people." 

Hiccup, newly inspired, released Astrid and walked along the edge of 
the hearth. "I know you don't trust me. I've made mistakes, I've 
destroyed the village five or six times, and I ran away when I now 
know I was needed most, but I'm here now. I'm asking you to give me a 
second chance. I need you, my dad needs you, and my mom needs you, 
but more importantly, we need each other. Like Fishlegs reported, 
Drago is a notorious dragon hunter. If Drago wins this fight, he's 
going to move until every dragon is captured, and that includes our 
own. The dragons we've loved and cherished over the last five years 
will be taken from us. And when he's done killing them, uprooting 
everything we worked so hard to create, Drago will use his power to 
inflict it on us; he'll make us slaves and abuse us. I've seen his 
evil; that is what he will do. He will crown himself as an emperor 
over the entire North if it pleases him, and he has the means.' 

'I know most of you doubt me, but I swear that I will never let Drago 
win! If you don't want to come, if you don't think this is a worthy 
cause, or if you don't think that I can lead you, then feel free to 
leave. I don't blame you. But for those of you who know that this is 
the right thing to do, join me in battle! Who's with me?" 

A loud cry roared from the convinced Vikings. Others started to talk 
amongst themselves, debating the chief's authenticity. Overall, the 
cheer of support wasn't as loud as anyone would've liked. 

"Hey!" Snotlout bellowed. "The chief asked you if you were with him! 
What's your answer, huh?" 


The decision made, a thunderous roar echoed through the Great Hall. 



The subjects of Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III boomed a war cry 
unmatched by any other. Astrid and the others shouted as 
well . 

Hiccup laughed, inspired and confident like he never had been 
before . 

"Alright!" he screamed, miraculously, over the crowd. "Thank you! My 
friends are captains as well as those who served under my father! 
Everyone get orders from them! Let's go! Mount dragons! Come on! 

Let ' s do this ! " 

The Vikings filed out of the Great Hall, running with a sense of 
adventure, honor, and valor. They were going to war with their new 
chief . 

The assembling took place near the Academy. Hiccup pushed himself 
through the crowd, feeling this sense of failure if he didn't see 
this person and talk to him. Finally, he found Snotlout arguing with 
Fishlegs over how much the battle would strain his broken leg. 
Snotlout obviously won that argument because Fishlegs left to find 
Meatlug, looking concerned and defeated. 

Hiccup raced over and grabbed Snotlout 's fur vest before he could 
mount Hookfang. 

"Uh, I don't know quite how to say this, buta€ i thanks for what you 
did back there." 

Snotlout shrugged. "No problem. Those people needed straightening 
out. And Astrid will gladly break Norf's arm if you want her 

to." 

Hiccup laughed. He stretched out his arms. 

"No!" Snotlout shouted. More quietly, he said, "Don't hug me! I'm not 
your girlfriend." 

Hiccup let his arms drop, smiling so big he thought his cheek bones 
would break. "Wouldn't dream of it, Snotlout. I wouldn't dream of 

it . " 

"Chief, " a familiar voice asked. 

Hiccup and Snotlout turned to the voice and gaped when they saw 
Norf . 

Norf knelt down and bowed his head to Hiccup. Hiccup almost moaned 
uncertainly, wondering why he was being so honored, but held it 
back . 

Norf kept his head down. "I wish to apologize for my outburst during 
your speech. You can lead us. Great Chief. I was just uncertain of so 
many things, but that is of no excuse. I wish you to accept my 
apology . " 

Norf never knew how much confidence he gave Hiccup that day, all with 
just one apology. Hiccup felt a new sense of pride that he had only 
felt once; when his father told him he was proud to call him his son, 
that fateful evening five years ago. The chief's heir smiled and. 



with gratitude, knelt down to Norf. "It's already forgotten Norf. I 
wasn't entirely confident in myself either and I guess that didn't 
help matters. You're forgiven." 

Norf looked up to the smiling chief and smiled back. "Thank you." He 
arose. Hiccup following him. "Where am I stationed?" 

"With Spitelout ' s battalion. Good luck Norf." 

The shoemaker smiled once more and fled, calling his trusty 
Scauldron, Titan. 

Snotlout punched Hiccup's shoulder. "See, how hard is this?" 

Hiccup smiled his thanks and went to find Toothless. It took a while, 
but Hiccup finally found him with Stormfly; they were licking each 
other's faces. 

"What are you two doing?" Hiccup laughed. "Stop that. It's gross. Go 
on, Stormfly. Find Astrid, girl." 

Stormfly squawked at Hiccup, licked Toothless once more, and flew 
of f . 

Hiccup chuckled and playfully slapped Toothless's nose. "Please tell 
me that you two are just incredibly best friends and that dragons 
can't interbreed." 

Toothless sort of smiled. 

Hiccup shook his head, laughing. "Please, 
please, noa€ i " 

"Hiccup ! " 

Hiccup turned to see Gobber, smiling. Hiccup's figurative uncle 
hugged him without a warning. Hiccup, not caring about onlookers, 
hugged his uncle back. 

Gobber chuckled as he released Hiccup. "I thought I'd have to kill 
Norf. " 

Hiccup smirked. "Yeah, about that: He apologized to me just now. Was 
that your influence?" 

Gobber smugly grinned. "As the future chief's uncle, it's my duty to 
set people straight when they bully you. The apology was Norf's 
idea . " 

Hiccup smiled. "Thanks so much for what you did in there. I was 
panicking, I had no idea what to do, anda€ | I just couldn't find the 
words . " 

"It's fine. I've done it before. And because of that, I am now fully 
confident that you are Stoick's son, not that there was ever any 
doubt or anything." 

"What do you mean?" 


Gobber smiled, his eyes buried in nostalgia as he stared at Hiccup. 



"How do you think his father found his confidence during his first 
battle? Took his three friends and wife to stand up on that hearth 
with him before he even had any idea what the right thing to say 
was . " 

"Really?" Hiccup gasped. 

"Really." Gobber half-hugged Hiccup's shoulders. "I'm proud of you. 
But more importantly, your parents would be proud of you." 

And that was all Hiccup needed to hear, as if the previous comment 
wasn't enough. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stoick flew hard, throwing the occasional fish to Thornado for a 
reward. He knew he was stressing the dragon to fly as far as Valka's 
mountain, but wherever his wife was in danger, Stoick had to get 
there . <p> 

He had gotten directions from Fishlegs before leaving, and he 
estimated that they were just a few hours away. He had to get there 
before Drago did anything to her. He wouldn't lose her again. He 
wouldn't let her think he'd abandoned her again. In his mind, he 
never abandoned her. She was in his thoughts every minute. He missed 
her more than he could bear, and hearing that she was being tortured 
as he flew was the final straw. 

_I'm coming, Val . Just hold on._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The stab wounds ached. They ached horribly. Sleep crept up to 
her, almost begging her to relax and just close her eyes, but her 
arms suspended above her prevented just that. She couldn't even lick 
her wounds, but that was probably for the better. The soldiers were 
eyeing her, watching her for any weakness. They'd strike 
it . <p> 

Thankfully, the cruel guards were now consumed with ale and mutton. 
Only Eret glared at her with a malevolent stance. Valka knew that he 
would guard his inheritance with his life. 

The inheritance came from the dragon heads that were sold, of all 
things! They only killed dragons for enjoyment and profit! And with 
the majority of heads sold, Valka knew that these men were probably 
the richest in the North. But what scared her most was that Drago 
wanted the Dragon King. A head that size would have bidders killing 
each other over it. The profit Drago would gain was unreachable by 
dignified means. She wanted to gag, but couldn't; it was a 
weakness . 

She sat there. The minutes and seconds tiptoed past, feeling more 
like hours or weeks. She wanted her baby. She wanted to hold her 
baby. She wanted to kiss her face, tell her everything would be okay, 
tell her that Daddy would protect her big brothera€ | _oh Katla!_ 


She shouldn't have thought of her daughter. Katla. She started 
crying . 



The soldiers laughed. 


"Have you had enough, spinster?" 


She wanted to raise defenses and deflect the insult, but it hurt her. 
Where was her battalion? Why was she defenseless now? The loss of 
emotional shields, the feeling of helplessness, made her cry more. 

The laughs stabbed her more than Eret ' s knifea€| 

"Leave her alone!" a voice boomed. 

Valka gasped, looked to the direction of the voice. She knew that 
voice. But she never thought she'd hear it again. 

"Stoick? " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"What's the plan?" Tuffnut asked, looking more business-like than 
usual, which scared everyone. <p> 

Hiccup ignored Tuffnut' s maturity and spread a map across the 
Academy's table in one of the former stables. The sun only shone half 
of itself now, so lanterns provided extra light in the stone room. He 
pointed to locations on the torn paper as he directed, "We're here. 
Mom's island is here. Assuming that Drago ' s ships are at top speed, 
he should be about halfway by now. Right here." 

Spitelout pointed to some islands to the west of the path. "We could 
drive them to these islands, level the playing ground a little 
bit . " 

"Those islands will be nothing but ice by now, " Gobber pointed 
out . 

"It still levels the odds a little bit," Spitelout argued. "We don't 
have a base to return to for weapons and such. They have ships armed 
with thousands of those. If we drive them to the islands, that puts 
them on our territory and we get a small advantage if anything." 

"I agree," Hiccup said. "If we control the battle then it increases 
our odds . " 

Astrid, now fearless warrior, asked, "Will your Dad be able to free 
your Mom without any help?" 

Ruffnut chuckled and said, "Trust me when I tell you that Stoick can 
take on those six guys. Hey, if I could do it, he could've done 
it ! " 


Hiccup smiled at Ruff's almost premature confidence, since it was 
common knowledge that she didn't beat those six men up. 

"Alright!" Snotlout cheered loudly. "We know what the plan is, that 
we're gonna win, so let's go!" He started to race out on his 
crutches, but Spitelout grabbed his vest, reminding him. Snotlout was 
embarrassed, but he remembered the thing he forgot. He turned to 
Hiccup. "Right, chief?" 

Hiccup kept his face straight, preventing laughter. This was really 
happening? Were people starting to respect him? Or would he wake up 
and then refuse to leave bed because this was such a good dream? He 



pinched his arm discretely, but not so discretely; Hiccup heard 
Gobber chuckling. 


When he felt the pinch. Hiccup had his proof. This was not a dream. 
"Let's go." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Eret was laughing hysterically at Valka, but when the bulky 
stranger entered, unarmed and alone, he laughed even more.<p> 

"Leave her alone?" Eret howled, repeating the order. "You don't order 
me around ! " 

The man's stare, however, contradicted Eret ' s claim. The stare was 
enough to leave Eret shaking. He drew his sword. "Who are you?" 

The red bearded man glanced to the chained, bleeding Valka and then 
back to Eret. The eyes which turned to Valka were caring and hurt, 
but the ones that murdered Eret were cold and revengeful. "If you 
hurt her, I'm your worst nightmare." 

The oldest guard, a shameless, toothless alcoholic, held his empty 
mug in the air and chortled. "You? One man?" He laughed more. 

Stoick took a knife from his belt. He threw it at the man. The guard 
buckled down, a knife protruding from his chest. His eyes glazed over 
and he fell to his face. 

Eret gaped, shocked at watching a life end. His eyes met the man's 
cold stare. "Who are you?" 

"Stoick the Vast." 

Stoick unsheathed his sword and swung it at Eret. Terrified for his 
leader's safety, a guard raced to Valka, to hold her hostage. Out of 
nowhere, a Thunderdrum leapt into the room. He bit the guard whole 
and flew him into the wall. He fell, unmoving when he landed. 

The remaining three guards went to fight the Thunderdrum, but in 
three spurts of fire, they fell to the ground, unconscious. 

Eret battled Stoick to his best ability. He was already sweating. 

This man resembled a demon in his fighting! A coldhearted demon, with 
deadly eyes to match. Eret tried to defend himself. But this demon 
was on fire. 

Scared, he kicked and frantically waved his sword around. 

Stoick knocked it out of his hand with a swift swipe. It rolled to 
Valka, who backed away in fear. Eret caught her eyes. A mixture of 
hope and fright haunted him. She huddled herself into a ball and hid 
her head. 

Eret wished he could do that. 

He shook. This man's eyes melted with molten hot flame. He heaved 
breaths, fueled by adrenaline and fury. Shaking, Eret pleaded, "I'll 
make you a deal! You-you don't have to kill me! Don't-don't kill me! 
I-I-I can make you rich. How much money do you want? I-I'll make you 



worriless until death!" Stoick's eyes didn't cool. Eret pleaded, 

"What do you want?" 

Stoick pressed the sword against Eret ' s neck. "I want the key to 
those chains . " 

Eret nodded. "Okay. Okay. Justa€ | just leave me alone!" He fished in 
his pocket and pulled out a lone key. "Here, free your 
girlfriend . " 

Stoick took the key and muttered, "She's my wife." He knocked the 
hilt on Eret ' s tiny head and he collapsed to the ground, 
unconscious . 

Stoick sighed in relief, all of his enemies vanquished. Suddenly 
remembering his purpose, he raced to his wife. 

"Val ! " he knelt down to her, slowing inching his hand to her face. 

She looked at him and he stroked her cheek. "Are you alright? 
They-they didn'ta€|?" 

Valka shook her head. "The stab wounds and welts are it. They didn't 
touch me otherwise." 

Stoick sighed, like relieving a heavy load. "Thank goodness." He 
wanted to kiss her, buta€|no. It wasn't time yet. He unlocked the 
chains, freeing her chaffing wrists. 

She moaned, slowly letting her arms fall. They ached, stung, and felt 
broken all at the same time. Was it the stab wounds or the prolonged 
stretching? She didn't want to know. 

Stoick rubbed her aching back, feeling whip's remnants of torn fabric 
and caked blood. He panicked. "Hold on, don't move." He ran to the 
ale table and found some napkins; it was evident that they weren't 
used. As quickly as he left her, he returned. "Thornado!" he ordered, 
"Get some fish so she can eat!" When his dragon was gone, he patted 
the cloths against her still bleeding wounds. 

Valka swore at the sting of them. But then she looked up to her 
husband, marveling. "You came back for me?" 

Stoick looked shocked. Had he hurt her this much that she doubted 
him? Or did she not think he'd come because she drove him away? He 
didn't know and he didn't care. "Of course I did." 

Stoick hoped she'd say something. Anything. It didn't have to be a 
thank you. It could've been a gasp or a moan of "Oh," but she didn't. 
She stared up at him like a confused, scared little girl. Stoick 
accepted this though, knowing it was all he would get now. 

They sat there for endless minutes. Silence hung in the air, so 
oppressive that neither Stoick or Valka had the courage to defeat it 
with words . 

Finally, Valka said, "I didn't tell you." 

Stoick started at the sudden noise, which was only a hushed whisper. 
"What, Valka?" 



Valka shook her head, her scared eyes now filling with fear. "I-I 
can't. I'm sorry." 

"You can't tell me what's bothering you?" Stoick asked. He had 
enough. Here, the love of his life lay in his arms, scared and he 
didn't know why. But what hurt him most was that she didn't want to 
tell him, and if he didn't know the reason, he'd only blame himself. 
He blamed himself for the past thirteen years! Couldn't she see 
that ? 

He shook his head. It took all of his willpower to keep his temper in 
check. "Don't do this to me, Val . Don't shut me out, not again. Don't 
pretend that I can't help you! I've tried! I've tried to help you! 
I've tried to relate to you but you don't let me in! Can't you see 
I've changed Val? Why can't you tell me?" 

Her tears came again. Stoick thought he was overwhelming her, but she 
shakily replied, "It's not you. I promise. It's our baby." 

Stoick realized her worry and sighed. Patiently, he explained, 

"Hiccup will be fine. He'sa€|he's a strong boy and he forgave us both 
for everything. Val, Hiccup willa€|" 

She cried, "It's not our son, it's our daughter!" 

Stoick 's heart stopped. His voice cracked. "Vala€|?" 

The well of tears exploded, and Val wept. She whimpered, "I-I-I'm 
sorry! I wanted to tell you! I just didn't know how!" 

Stoick rubbed her back as she buried herself in his chest. He didn't 
realize that he slowly enveloped her in a tight hug. "When-when I 
banished you, were you pregnant?" 

She nodded her head fiercely. "The worst part is I knew! I knew I was 
pregnant ! " 

Stoick froze. He had a child. Another baby! A daughter! A little 
girl! He was still registering this when he asked, "Why didn't you 
tell me?" 

This made her cry more. She managed to say, "I was mad at you, mad at 
me! I was so angry and so emot ionalaC | I just didn't wantaC | I didn't 
want that baby to be a part of you! I'm sorry! I'm so sorry! I know 
it was wrong, but I justa€|no! No excuse! I 'ma€ Stoick I'ma€|" She 
exploded in more tears as she tightly hugged Stoick. 

Stoick let her cry for a while. He didn't want to ask the next 
question, to discover the answer he was dying to know. He was scared 
of the answer. His wife already suffered so much, so why would he ask 
the most difficult question he could ask! Stoick breathed hard, 
trying to bury tears. Unable to ask the needed question, he asked 
another. "Val, what's her name?" 

"Katla. " 

There was silence yet again. 


Stoick let it hang there, but his own love thundered to know more. He 
had to ask her. "Val? Is shea€ i where is she?" 



Valka stopped crying. She looked up to her husband. No words or 
expression was necessary for Stoick to know the answer. 


He shook his head. "No. No." 

Valka nodded. 

Stoick inhaled, again burying the tears. "Where is she?" 

Valka stood up, taking her husband's hand. She pulled it gently. 

"Come and see." 

Stoick followed her. She led him through tunnels and caves until they 
came to a vegetated spot, filled with trees and grass that were 
miraculously growing. 

Valka explained, "I keep this place tidy. I keep it clean for my 
sake . " 

Valka didn't need to tell Stoick where Katla was, for he saw. He 
walked up to the large stone and knelt down. He bit his lip. He 
gripped the top of the stone. His eyes were locked at the name 
engraved on the boulder. _Katla._ 

He kissed the top of the rock. He whispered, "Hello sweetheart. You 
don't know me, but I'm your Dad." 

Stoick wept. 

He felt his wife's arms around him and he hugged her back. He stroked 
her hair and she squeezed him tighter. 

Needing to talk, Valka spoke while she cried. "She lived six months 
after birth. I-I don't know what happened. I-I did everything I 
could! But she's gone!" She wept, leaving her husband to calm 
her . 

He hugged her tighter. "I'm sorry Val . I am so sorry! You-you went 
through this by yourself?" he cried more. "Why did I send you away? 

If I didn ' ta€ | then maybe Katlaa€|" 

"Don't talk like that!" Valka shouted. She could feel the guilt 
radiating from his body and knew he was blaming himself for Katla 's 
death. "Don't do that! You can't blame yourself for this! It wasn't 
anyone's fault! As for me facing this aloneaC | you're right. It was 
worse than anything I've ever faced, but you're here and I'm not 
alone anymore." She kissed his cheek. She rested her head against his 
shoulder. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you before." 

Stoick hugged her tighter. "I know now. Don't you worry about 
anything." He gently nudged her face with his hand. She looked up at 
him. He leaned down and kissed her gently. She hugged his neck and 
kissed him back, crying. 

They were finally facing this together. Valka had her husband's 
shoulder to cry on, like she deserved. Stoick had his wife's comfort 
and encouragement, like he needed. During that kiss, they forgot 
every past trauma they could easily throw away. They both knew that 
they needed more healing, that the horrible memories of hating each 



other would resurface. They would still be angry with each other. But 
sitting before Katla's grave, they knew thata€ i somehow, they had 
bonded in the one way that they could've. Katla helped them bond. It 
was as if Katla were right there with them, smiling because she had 
both parents. She knew that it was all okay. They'd be okay. 

They weren't alone anymore. 

They'd be okay. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>. . .And?<em> 


20. Chapter 20 

_I honestly think I choked this chapter out, so it may not be exactly 
what you were expecting, but it's okay, I find. Please 

Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! Tell me what you think! And thank you so 
much for 104 reviews! I AM FREAKING OUT! LOVE THEM! 

><em> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 20<p> 

Hiccup bit his lip. The wind rushed against his face and with it, a 
surge of uncertainty. He was so confident in himself just ten minutes 
ago when they took off! What happened? 

He was leading his army. 

Hiccup glanced behind him and saw the thirteen ships, two hundred 
dragons, and their riders. No, this wasn't enough for 1500 men. Even 
in Hiccup's wildest dreams, they couldn't possibly face Drago. He 
should've thought to get allies. That would've been the smart thing 
to do rather than rely on their small numbers. 

The guilt of failure returned again, making him double over as he 
rode Toothless. 

Toothless sensed Hiccup's distress. It wasn't like him to be nervous 
before a battle like this, but now he was leading his entire island, 
not just the teenagers. Some of the ingrates still didn't believe in 
him, regardless of everything he'd done for them. Toothless knew they 
kept silent, but there were still some doubts, if only miniscule. Did 
Hiccup listen to them too much? 

The faithful dragon perked up his head and gurgled. _You'll be 
okay ._ 

Hiccup didn't understand the words in Dragonese, but rubbed 
Toothless' snout anyway. Hiccup still breathed shakily. He was 
relying on adrenaline as he flew through the night to battle. 

Handling stress was never his strongpoint, but he remembered 
everything his Dad taught him, and knew that he was doing this for 
Berk. So why didn't the knot loosen? 


"Hey!" Tuffnut called from Hiccup's right. 



Hiccup glanced to him, surprised; Ruff and Tuff never really rode on 
his right, always his left, but he listened just the same. 


Tuffnut continued, "Where's that epic chief who rallied his people. I 
think he's gone." He leaned closer. "Timid Hiccup, can Confident 
Hiccup come back please?" 

Hiccup smiled at the gags, but shook his head, feeling like an open 
book of emotion that everyone could read. "I don't know. I guess 
they're just butterflies." 

"Well, get rid of them," Snotlout ordered. "You can't go in there 
running scared." 

"I'm not scared." 

Astrid smiled coolly. "We know. Don't forget, we're all right here." 
She blew him a small kiss. 

Hiccup smiled again. "Thanks guys." 

"Chief!" Fishlegs cried. 

Hiccup sighed, "Fishlegs, I'm not a chiefaC i " 

"The boats are about halfway to us by now, sir, " Fishlegs reported; 
he struck fear in Hiccup's heart but Fishlegs continued, "Those are 
Drago ' s ships. Calm your dragons! They'll smell the carcasses nailed 
to the mast any second now. They have very good smelling 
instincts . " 

As if on cue, Meatlug hissed and shook with anger. All other dragons 
growled and shook, like victims of genocide seeing the 
bodies . 

"Guys, guys, guys!" Hiccup cried. "Calm them down! Now! We can't let 
Drago know we're coming!" 

Everyone scratched their dragons' ears, sang softly, or sternly 
commanded silence, whichever worked with their dragons. The growling 
had softened to a hum of purrs, but Hiccup knew that whatever they 
were about to find, neither the dragons nor Hiccup would stand the 
inhumanity of it. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Drago cackled. "It's beautiful ! "<p> 

His second in command, Olaf, huffed, fed up with his commander's 
stupidity. He fumed, "When are you going to stop looking at the 
necklace made from dragon scales! Your wife loves anything you give 
her ! " 

Drago shrugged. "True. This'll get her off my back for at least 
another six months. Hey, this'll get any woman off my back!" 

Olaf growled. "We will arrive at Berk within six hours. The men are 
getting restless, even if victory and riches are guaranteed. And here 
you are going gaga over a necklace! Lead your men!" 



Drago punched Olaf, his eyes red hot with impatience. Olaf simply 
backpedalled and relocated his jaw. 


"Stop being a simpleton!" Drago roared. "Don't you see?" He turned to 
his army. "Don't all of you see? Their dragons will be ours! Their 
heads and wings will be yours! When I win riches beyond compare, 
don't you know I will share it with my brothers? We are brothers! We 
share! These riches will be yours, the Berk people your slaves, and 
the title of King spread around! Take heart brothers! The riches are 
yours ! " 

The victory cry of 1500 men echoed among the seas, beginning with 
Drago ' s ship and spreading like wildfire. 

Drago, satisfied, smugly grinned and turned to Olaf. His happy 
expression soured and he muttered, "Your grudge against the Dragon 
Trainer is your business." 

Olaf protested, "It was his fault the dragon scorched me. He didn't 
train that dragon when we first kidnapped him! He purposefully made 
it attack mea€ i that maggot's larvaaC i " 

"Your business and yours alone!" Drago reminded harshly. "But if it 
will make you feel better, you can whip the "maggot's larva" when we 
catch him. But remember that we have him for dragon information. When 
we're done, do whatever pleases you. Make him your slave and hit him 
or kill him. I don't care. But I need that information, so don't even 
think about killing him before I give you permission. 

Understood? " 

Olaf nodded. "Yes sir. But what of his dragon? The Night 
Fury? " 

Drago waved his hand. "It's yours. The Night Fury head is 
yours . " 

Olaf chuckled darkly. "Thank you. Sire! A Night Fury head for my own 
riches ! " 

Drago nodded friendly-like, then muttered, "I can't give you a 
necklace to get you off my back, so why not sacrifice the 
dragon? " 

Olaf heard, but knew better than to retaliate. Instead, he asked, "Do 
you have another Night Fury, sir?" 

Drago smiled. "Come now, you know me. If I didn't, would I let you 
have one?" 

Olaf widened his eyes, awestruck. "Where is it?" 

"In my parlor . " 

Olaf just registered what his leader said. "There are more of the 
Night Fury dragons?" 

"Of course," Drago slurred. "There's many of them. Have your own when 
we capture the boy." 



Olaf nodded, turned to leave, but glanced again to his leader. "How 
will we break the boy?" 

Drago smiled merrily as he rubbed the edges of his jagged sword. 
"Leave that to me." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup kept rubbing Toothless' head. He hadn't really calmed 
since they first sensed the hung dragons, but then again, neither had 
any of the other dragons. <p> 

Hiccup shook his head. "I don't like this. I don't like this at 
all . " 


Astrid sighed. "I hate to say it, but maybe knowing some of their own 
are killed will make them fight harder." 

Hiccup nodded. "I just hope that won't become an option for our 
soldiers . " 


"You're gonna lose people, lad," Gobber said from behind. "It's the 
sad reality of war." 

"I know, I know, buta€ | I can't shake the feelinga€|" 

Astrid flew just a bit closer to him. She whispered, "What?" 

Hiccup shook his head, knowing that no one else would hear them but 
still self-conscious. "It's-It's silly, buta€ | I feel like I'm going 
to lose someone special. Either youa€ | or ToothlessaC | " 

"Hey!" Astrid snapped, softly. "I'm not going anywhere. Neither is 
Toothless . " 


Toothless, as if to prove her point, ignored the scent of spilled 
dragon blood and cooed at his rider. 

Hiccup smiled. "I know that you both think that, but if something 
happensa€ i " 

"It's not," Astrid reassured. "Now get that through your head. Chief. 
You've got a war to lead." 

Hiccup grinned at her, truly thankful, but still couldn't purge the 
dangerous twist in his stomach. 

He soon found that the feeling wouldn't retreat so soon. When Hiccup 
looked up, tiny specks dotted the horizon. 

"Drago 's shipsa€ | " He muttered. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka ate her tenth barbequed trout, careful for any bones. 

Stoick had told her to regain her strength, but telling her that was 
unnecessary. She was so hungry she could've eaten a whale. Her 
husband could tell too. Her smacking lips were louder than a Terrible 
Terror's, but he didn't complain. <p> 



Stoick piloted Thornado, letting Valka rest against his chest. He 
could've sworn she was almost asleep, but her voice kept proving him 
wrong . 

"Are you sure they won't escape?" she asked. 

Stoick had answered this, by accurate count, seven times, but 
lovingly repeated, "Yes. I tied them up and shoved them out to sea on 
their dingy. They can't hurt you anymore." 

"What about Hiccup?" Valka urged. "What about my boy?" 

Stoick had told her of Hiccup's war planning. She had a panic attack 
when she found out and it took a stern consoling to calm her down. "I 
told you before. Hiccup will be fine. I have complete confidence in 
his leading abilities. And he's smart and clever. He'll win this 
war . " 

Valka smiled. 

Stoick was happy to see her relaxed, but the nature of the smile was 
almost mischievous, maybe teasing. "What is it?" 

"I distinctly remember a father who was so worried about his newborn 
son's skinny stature that told me that he wasn't entirely confident 
his son could make chief." 

Stoick warmly smiled. "I told you, dear. I've changed." He thought 
about asking hera€ | the question he really wanted an answer to. It was 
a huge step buta€| didn't she deserve happiness? "I-It's your choice 
Valka, but do you want to try for another baby?" 

Valka choked on her fish. "Try again? I-Ia€|you want another 
baby ? " 

Stoick stammered, " I-I just thought thata€ | thought that you'd 

wanta€ | another baby. Maybe I'm still grieving Katla buta€|what do you 

think?" 

Valka looked away from Stoick. "I-Ia€|not now." 

"Valka, I swear that this child won't die. I promise you." 

Valka shut her eyes. "Just don't talk about it. Not now. 

Please . " 

Stoick knew better than to push her. Even he was still scared of 
losing a baby if they had another one, but he still comforted his 
wife. Stoick kept thinking about having a baby girl. He never really 
wanted a girl in his early adult life, but he realized now that it 
would've been wonderful having a girl. Sure, he couldn't teach her 
half the things he could teach a boy, or could he? He knew one thing. 
If he and Valka wanted to try again, after however long they needed 
to adjust, he'd want a girl. 

Valka had finished her fish now, threw the skeleton into the sea and 
closed her eyes. "Where are we going?" 

Stoick shrugged, cuddling her close to him. "We could go help Hiccup. 
I don't know if we have enough dragons to face Drago." Worried that 



this would upset her, he said, "But that's where Hiccup's cleverness 
comes in. He'll beat him." 

Valka was silent for a while. Stoick presumed that she was sleeping, 
or at least trying to, probably praying, but then she lit up. "Who 
said we didn't have enough dragons?" 

Stoick stuttered, "W-w-well, even if we had enough riders, we don't 
have that many trained dragons, as if any of them are trained without 
a rider . " 

She smiled. "You're forgetting who you're talking to. I've trained 
more dragons than any human being has ever seen! Most of them fight 
for other dragons without needing a rider! They're like a family that 
protects each other, similar to how a Dragon King can have so many 
children without them being his own, like an adoption! I know what to 
do ! Let me drive ! " 

"What?" 

"Let me take you where we can get more dragons! Please 
Stoick ! " 

Unquest ioningly, Stoick released the straps for his hands. "Go 
ahead . " 

Valka beamed. Stoick finally trusted her, knew she knew best in this 
instance. She grabbed them and instructed Thornado to fly at full 
speed . 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Hiccup calmed the storm inside of him to the best of his ability. 
Fear's chains threatened to drag him down, but he fought them off. 
Astrid's encouragement was a part of his arsenal and his father's 
words kept ringinga€ | <em>You can do this son. Protect our people. 

This is your destiny. <em> 

Hiccup calmed himself. Yes. He could do this. 

He had to. They were closing in on Drago ' s ships. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Sir!" the scout cried. "Dragons ! "<p> 

Drago seethed. He grabbed his scope and gazed through it. 

An army of dragons flew hard toward him. In the lead rode the Dragon 
Trainer, atop a revengeful Night Fury. 

Drago chuckled. "You are an idiot." His chuckling became full-fledged 
cackling. "An idiot! You think you can take me on and win? You've 
just handed your dragons to me on a silver platter! You've got your 
mother's genes. Arm up!" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup could hear the clanking of armed crossbows and readied 
dragon traps. Were they that close already?<p> 



He muttered, "Please, please, please, by some miracle let us 
win!" 

"Chief?" Spitelout called. "Orders?" 

Hiccup racked his brain, thinking of something encouraging or 
official he could say, something his dad would say. What was the 
right thing? 

"Uha€ i " _Shoot!_ He didn't mean for the uncertain moan to escape 
again. "They ' 11-they ' 11 have dragon traps on their ships. Avoid 
those." _Why do I state the obvious? _ 

Hiccup let his father's voice come again. The encouraging voice that 
sparked every ounce of bravery he needed. _You can do this! You can 
lead them!_ 

His courage returned. 

In a loud, confident voice, he ordered, "Timber jacks, hack up the 
ship as best you can! Nightmares and Nadders target the traps. We hit 
those, they can't hit us. Other dragons target the soldiers. If we 
lose numbers too quickly, retreat. Let them regroup on the islands 
like we briefed you!" 

"Hiccup," Fishlegs cried. "There's thirty ships. I think if we want 
them to land on the island for our advantage, we need to destroy at 
least twenty . " 

"Twenty?" Snotlout cried. 

"We can do it!" Hiccup shouted, loud enough so everyone could hear. 

He wanted them to. "You are the Dragon Masters of Berk! We can do 
this ! " 


"Yeah!" Tuffnut cried, pumping his arms. "Confident Hiccup's back!" 
he shouted with delight. 

Tuffnut 's enthusiasm was contagious, and the whole army boomed a war 
cry . 

Hiccup smiled. The bubbly pride returned; that feeling of victory and 
joy whenever his father looked at him proudly. _I did it Dad. I 
really wish you could see me nowa€|_ 

The twist returned to his stomach, the feeling of losing something. 

It broke in unwillingly. Why now? 

Hiccup suppressed it. "Attack the ships!" he cried. "Attack the 
ships ! " 

Not needing a second order, Timberjacks flew forward. Snotlout led 
his Monstrous Nightmare team behind them. 

"Careful for your leg!" Fishlegs reminded. 

Snotlout cried, "Yeah, don't worry!" for a response, but Fishlegs and 
Hiccup still worried. 



Astrid smiled at Hiccup. "Well, I'm a captain now. Gotta go." 

Hiccup looked at her and memorized her face, fearing the worst. She 
was beautiful. The golden hair, sapphire eyes that lit on fire with 
passion, and her smile. He might never see her again. He wanted to 
remember every little detail. "Be careful out there." 

Astrid smiled. "Might say the same to you." 

Ruffnut cried, "Oh just tell each other you love the other and get 
this mushy stuff over with!" 

"Fine!" Hiccup cried. "I love you." 

Astrid gasped at his bluntness, then beamed and punched Hiccup's 
shoulder. "Took you long enough." 

Hiccup leaned down to her, grasped her face, and kissed her. When he 
released her, she stared at him, taken aback. After a nervous giggle, 
Astrid grew serious. "_That _took long enough too." Blowing him a 
kiss, she flew off, some Nadder riders following. 

Hiccup turned his gaze to his remaining dragons. He ordered, 

"Attack ! " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Go, go, go!" Hiccup shrieked. <p> 

Six ships were on fire, three more were cut to pieces by Timber jacks. 
Nine out of thirtya€|for ten minutes into a war. Hiccup thought this 
was going very well. 

Spitelout led the Timberjacks as they zipped through the ships, 
literally . 

Spitelout turned his head for only a second. "Make sure aim near the 
water! If they leaka€ | " 

He whiplashed; a rope had jammed into his neck. He was flown off 
Valor and hurdled into the sea. Valor roared as another bola tackled 
him, leaving his vulnerable side facing the enemy. A Viking threw a 
spear and impaled the dragon's underbelly. Valor landed and the blood 
leaked into the sea. Spitelout had reached the surface, but was 
instantly dragged down by the weight of the rocks. 

"Dad!" Snotlout cried. "Dive, Hookfang, dive!" 

"No!" Hiccup shouted. Snotlout would get too close to the shipa€ i the 
bolas. "Toothless, plasma blast!" 

Blue hot flame soon torpedoed into the ship. Soldiers cried as they 
leapt into the sea to relieve the pain, maybe drown if they so 
desired . 

Snotlout dove into the sea, retrieved his father, and 
surfaced . 


"Dad, Dad, calm your breathing!" Snotlout piloted Hookfang with one 
hand and kept his father sitting up behind him with the 



other . 


"Valor!" Spitelout cried. "Where ' sa€ i " and then he saw the 
body . 

Snotlout looked to his Dad's eyes. He felt that pain before; four 
years ago, when the Fireworm queen stabbed his own dragon. 

"Dada€|" 

"You died an honorable death. Valor. Be proud." His eulogy spent, 
Spitelout cut the ropes with his knife and latched onto his son. 
"Valhalla forbid I let you fall with that broken leg." 

Snotlout smiled but focused on the ships below him. Arrows rushed 
past him, fire singed his hair and cheeks, bolas barely missed him 
and death threatened him each seconda€ ! he felt great! 

With a cry of delight, he ordered Hookfang to fire. With a little 
help from Astrid, but only a little, the ship was down. 

Snotlout winced when his leg moved. Wasn't it even close to healing 
by now? 

"Are you alright?" Spitelout cried. 

"Yes. Just numb, I'm okay. Let's fight!" 

And the war cry of Monstrous Nightmares and Timberjacks riders echoed 
deaf eningly . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Fishlegs maneuvered through the arrows, deflecting them with his 
shield. Meatlug happily ate the boulders catapulted to her, 
protecting her rider in the process. <p> 

"Steady girl," Fishlegs reminded. "Steady." 

Arrows kept coming, which would've scared everyone, but a Gronckle ' s 
shield was labeled 9. His girl was strong. Those metal tip arrows 
couldn't penetrate her. Not even the crossbows. 

Overcome with adrenaline, anger reserved for specifically dire 
situations, and his dagger, Fishlegs jumped off of Meatlug and landed 
on the ship's decka€ | and froze. He never realized that he was 
approaching the ship until now. 

Now he was scared. 

Meatlug hit people with her tailfin and knocked them into the ocean. 
She was okay but Fishlegs wasn't. He took one look at the 
broadswords, some obviously longer than three feet, even the biggest 
Viking's feet, and didn't trust his small dagger. Why didn't he bring 
better weapons? Statistics were proof alone that bigger weapons 
killed more! 

He slashed his dagger, the swing finished in time to avoid a slash in 
the arm from an enemy. Fishlegs held his shield in front of his face, 
switching its position with every swipe attacking him. How stupid was 
he? Even with Meatlug on the ship there were at least twenty more 



bulky soldiers and five ships surrounding this one! Even if the other 
ships didn't help he wasn't distinguishable from the other soldiers 
and if Berk's dragons tore this ship apart he'd go down to sea 
anda€ i 

"Brainy ! " 

A fierce blonde threw him a larger sword from the sky. Green gas 
filled the opposite half of the ship and it exploded upon its 
arrival. Fishlegs attacked the remaining guards with his new weapon. 
"Thanks Ruff!" he hollered. 

"Don't mention it!" she screamed. 

Fishlegs sensed the pair of feet land next to him and he knew she was 
fighting alongside him. 

He felt a sudden rush of respect and awe for this warriora€ | this 
woman. "No, no I want you to know how much I appreciated i " 

"Not during the battle!" she shrieked, matching 
Toothless . 

"O-Okay ! " 

They continued to fight. Self-anger crashed over the soldiers; a 
timid teenager was beating them anda€ j a woman?! 

They fought harder and harder, knowing that they were only winning 
because of the dragons which helped thema€ i stupid creatures ! 

Ruff and Fishlegs soon vanquished them with swords and dragons. 
Ruffnut cheered. Fishlegs battled with the statistics, but accepted 
the results anyway. 

Green gas flooded the deck of the ship. 

Ruffnut boomed, "You idiot brother, we're still on the ship! Where 
are you?" 

"On the side!" Tuffnut yelled. "Barf did that part himself. Hurry 
before I have Belch light it." 

Meatlug raced to her rider and thea€ | female . She scooped them onto 
her back and shot into the sky. Ruffnut cried out of shock but 
silenced it. 

As they ascended, Fishlegs noticed the hands clenching the furs of 
his vest. He slyly smiled. "So you'd rather never ride a Gronckle 
with me and clench my vest to keep from falling?" He dodged two 
arrows . 

Ruffnut watched the beautiful battle below her and said, "Desperate 
times call for desperate measures." She clenched the vest tighter, 
not noticing Fishlegs' blushing. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup didn't dare count the minutesa€ | or were they hours? He 
just knew that fighting dragged time at a slow pace. Was it dawn? No. 



Not yet. The moon was closer to the east.<p> 


Toothless ascended to regain a tactical advantage but Hiccup made him 
pause. He checked his bearings. 

He wanted to puke. How did his dad stand this? 

The air reeked of burning skin mixed with sweat. The torch lighted 
scene revealed a bloody ocean with treading men and dead 
dragons . 

Toothless felt a surge of anger well up in him. His own kinds were 
dead! Slaughtered for no reason! As if the heads nailed to the masts 
didn't sicken him. But for his friend's sake, he checked his 
temper . 

Hiccup didn't. 

"Dragoa€ | " he slurred. "You-you monster! You're about to take 
everything from me! I will never let that happen. Do you hear me you 
pig?" He then shouted. "I won't let you do this! Even if I die trying 
you won't take my people!" 

Berk riders heard the declaration and awed only for a short time, and 
then the battle returned to their thoughts. They killed and were 
killed . 

Hiccup watched for many minutes. He had sworn that even if it meant 
death, Drago would lose. But he wasn't dying. Other people were. 

He bit his lip. "Go Toothless." 

"Chief!" someone familiar hollered, stopping them. 

Hiccup looked to his left and there flew Hookfang with Spitelout and 
Snotlout on his back. Spitelout continued, "Our numbers are 
shrinking. We have caused enough damage to Drago ' s ships to make him 
find land. So, with respect, I advise we retreat now." 

Hiccup glanced to the battle below him, breathing hard. 

Snotlout saw whatever look Hiccup had in his eyes. He'd seen that 
look. He was debat inga€ i and that was never good. He hastily growled, 
"Alright Hiccup the choice is yours but when we say now we actually 
mean right now!" 

"Don't yell!" Spitelout ordered. 

"Retreat." Hiccup's order was almost in unison with Spitelout 's. "I 
saw some boulders on the map we can regroup on. Sound the 
horn . " 

"Yes sir. Fly overhead, son." 

Snotlout followed his father's orders and Spitelout blew the 
horn . 

"Retreat!" Hiccup and Snotlout bellowed. "Retreat! Draw back! Go! 

Go ! " 



Quickly, the Berk riders fled. Some were caught in the rush, others 
by traps, but either way, not everyone returned to the 
islands . 

Hiccup cringed. He knew his dad would be proud of him buta€ | did his 
father's approval have to come with a cost? Did every decision he 
would make as a chief demand ransom? 

He threw away the feelings of failure and retreated. Those feelings 
couldn't drag him down anymore. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Ale was passed around unsparingly. Some drank to victory, some to 
their fallen comrades, and still some to their women back 
home . <p> 

As a man drank, lifting his mug up high, a dagger impaled it and 
stuck it to the mast . 

The entire crew of the head ship fell silent and dared not look at 
the hellish eyes of their leader. 

"Do you think that _this _is a victory?" Drago asked lethally. He 
shouted, "Does anyone see this as a glorious battle?" 

Surrounding ships eventually quieted, and their chief sailed on his 
tirade . 

Drago seethed, breathed through clenched lips, his nostrils 
flareda€ | anyone could easily mistake him for a dragon. He calmly 
waltzed along the deck of his ship, sending fear with each step he 
took . 

When all heads were bowed, Drago yelled, "I have lost ten of my ships 
and seven more are in need of repair! Half my fleet is gone! Does 
anyone care to explain to me just why an army of 

dragon-training-maggots and their worm of a leader destroyed half of 
my fleet?" 

All were silent. 

Drago chuckled darkly. "Are you all so blind to see that we haven't 
won? They've crippled us! That was their intent all along! My 
soldiers, my bloody brave soldiers would never celebrate a victory 
that isn't even in our grasp yet! You fools! You think winning an 
empire is still just to impress the women! That is not all at stake 
here! Man up! Retreat to the ice islands." 

He sauntered up to the steering wheel, and when no one followed his 
orders, he bellowed, "Right now or someone dies!" 

Drago admired how the threat of death influenced an army to do pretty 
much anything. Within seconds, their ships were headed to ice 
islands. Of course, Drago repairing ships on those islands was the 
worm's plan. The enemy would regroup, let the crippled army think all 
was well, and attack again. As much as Drago admired the plan, the 
worm forgot one thing. 


He was dealing with Drago BludvistaC | and to antagonize him alone was 



a deadly mistake. 


Olaf walked up to his master. "What of the rest of the army? Surely 
you know that they aren't finished with us. After seeing all that 
sir, I'm not sure we can win." 

Drago unsheathed his knife and held it against Olaf's neck. He shoved 
him to the side of the boat, almost letting him fall into the 
water . 

Drago chuckled while the men absentmindedly worked, more frightened 
of their leader's temper. "Oh, I am aware, you idiot. And your 
doubting of me just cost you your Night Fury. Even the wee 
boy . " 

Olaf nodded. "Yes your lordship. Whatever you please." 

Drago nodded. "Good. This pleases me." 

Without a pause, he stabbed Olaf in the chest, jerked the knife to 
the right, and hurtled Olaf into the sea. 

"Yes. That pleases me." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup stared at the sea. He couldn't see Drago ' s ships anymore, 
but he could hear the screaming Vikings behind him. The boulders were 
stable enough to land on, even to set up triage stations. From the 
volume of those shrieks. Hiccup didn't want to turn around and see 
his people suf f ering . <p> 

Six feet walked up to him. He knew they were scared of his stance, 
which was like freshly cut marble. 

"What's the count?" 

Fishlegs stammered and handed the sheet of paper to Tuffnut. "You 
tell him. " 

Tuffnut sighed and read, "We had 300 at first, now the count is 250. 
Relatively good, I guess." 

Hiccup sighed in relief. "I thought it was more." 

Snotlout patted his shoulder. "Dad says first battle is the hardest. 
Hate to say we'll get used to this, buta€| maybe we will." 

Hiccup nodded. 

Uncomfortable with silence, Tuffnut said, "Ruff is doing her best to 
remember the healing lessons she got. Astrid's helping her. Maybe the 
death count won't be higher." 

Hiccup nodded. 

Fishlegs bit his lip. Even if Hiccup was quote unquote happy with the 
low count, he still stared at the ocean, like he could send fire to 
find Drago and kill him. "Hiccupa€|" 



"When we get back," Hiccup announced, "we'll give those fifty Vikings 
and whoever else dies a proper Viking funeral." He took a step 
forward and looked back to his friends. "After we win." 

They nodded, inspired by his announcement. They would win. They 
wouldn't accept any other outcome. 

Hiccup smiled and climbed to stand on a higher rock. His subjects 
turned to him and hid their expressions of shock. There, this skinny 
boy whose only talent was dragon training, looked exactly like Stoick 
the Vast. He threw his shoulders back, held his head high, and let 
courage fill his eyes. 

Hiccup shouted, "We leave in half an hour, I know you're hurting but 
I have every bit of confidence in you all that we can fight! We will 
be ready. I swear that we will defeat Drago and return home to our 
families safe and sound. I promise." His soldiers cheered and he 
muttered to himself, "Drago will die." 


2 1 . Chapter 2 1 

_Apologies for the wait. I got really busy and wrote this all on 
Saturday. Hope you like it! Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 21<p> 

Returning here wasn't the equivalent of seeing ghosts, but Stoick 
could not conjure up another explanation. After all, it wasn't often 
he willingly returned to a dangerous dragon, like the Dragon King; 
the rogue dragons usually came to them. 

Thornado landed swiftly and lowered his wings, enabling a smoother 
dismount. Before she could step off, Stoick grabbed his wife's hand 
gently. "Val? Not that this isn't a good idea, but are you sure you 
want to try this?" 

"Yes," she muttered. "I'll be fine. You don't have to worry. Just 
give me a few minutes." 

Stoick sighed. He shook his head, not in protest to his wife but in 
regret; maybe it was the location that triggered his guilt. "I 
justa€ | I don't want to see you get hurt." 

"I won't. I promise." She winked at him and slid off of Thornado. She 
turned to her husband. "You can come along if you want, just to 
secure my safety." 

Stoick shrugged and grinned. "Better if we go in pairs, after 
all." 

Valka smiled contentedly and strolled to the blockage, assessing it. 
"Well, it was handy of you to melt this entrance last week. You 
didn't know that we'd need the Dragon King's help, huh?" 

Stoick had raised Hiccup long enough to know that he inherited his 
mother's sarcasm, so he more or less expected this remark. In equal 
jest, he retorted, "Yes I expected we'd need this open, but I'd 



thought I'd give us a little bit of a challenge." 


"Of course you did. I should've expected nothing less from the man 
who banged his head onto a rock." 

Stoick chuckled. "You're never going to let me forget that, are 
you? " 

She cheekily smiled at him but quickly returned her iron gaze to the 
ice wall. "Do you think your dragon can slowly melt this?" 

"We can try. Thornado! Melt!" 

The Thunderdrum waltzed up to the wall, and with a dry expression, 
melted the bottom of the ice barricade. He carved an opening large 
enough for even his master to crawl through. It took some effort, but 
the sun hot flame seared a smooth semicircle opening in the jagged 
wall ' s surface . 

"Well, that should be good enough," Valka huffed. "Thanks Thornado." 
She tickled behind his ears, making gaga noises like when feeding a 
baby. Thornado brushed his cheek against hers in gratitude and 
hummed. "Good boy, " Valka cooed. Leaving that as her good-bye, she 
crawled through the space. 

Stoick was ready to follow her, but was interrupted by Thornado ' s 
expectant, pleading hum. Stoick rolled his eyes and chuckled; 
sometimes dragons were so much like children. 

"Alright, you big baby. I'll reward you too." He tickled his dragon's 
chin and smiled when the dragon's hardcore expression softened to the 
intoxicated lull of a kitten. He remembered when Hiccup taught him 
that trick, so many years ago. His thoughts suddenly drifted to him. 
His heart tugged with a longing to hug his only child. _Only _child. 
Never before had that phrase carried so much emptiness and failure, 
but also a bizarre sense of protection and love, more intense than 
before discovering Katla. 

Stoick could've treasured that emotion forever, but his wife needed 
him now, not repentance, yet again. He ordered Thornado to stay put 
and crawled through the small opening, ready to face the Dragon 
King . 

Val was waiting for him at the exit, sitting with her back against 
the wall. "Ready?" 

"You bet." Stoick stood up and she after him. He caught her nervous 
glance to the dragons' direction. She'd want to free them all, and 
not because they needed an army; if anyone knew that, he did. Stoick 
gently rubbed her shoulder, not knowing it was in fact the one he 
injured all those years ago. "Are you sure you're ready?" 

She nodded, hesitantly. "Let's go." 

She walked forward, but not before Stoick grabbed her hand. She 
glanced from the clasped hands to Stoick 's face. She smiled. "We do 
this all as one, right?" 

"Why would I ever suggest that we split up?" 



Her smile enlarged and she led him through the ice cave. 


* * 


* 


><p>Hiccup whittled. He never did it before, but his father whittled. 
This hobby seemed so pointless before, but his father claimed the art 
calmed him and truthfully. Hiccup couldn't figure out a better way to 
waste time.<p> 

Toothless had let Hiccup rest against him, while he himself was 
dozing. Soldiers hurried recovery behind him. The fear of battle 
still unmercifully tugged Hiccup's stomach. But was it the battle 
that scared him? 

Dad and Mom weren't back yet. He supposed it would be smarter for 
them to return to Berk instead of fighting in the war, but he wanted 
to see them again. He wanted to see Mom again. Ever since he heard 
that Drago was holding her in her own home, he wanted to hug her, to 
convince himself that she was alright. He needed to see that she was 
okay . 

"You look like something could cheer you up, " a familiar, feminine 
voice said. 

Hiccup welcomed the voice and dully answered, "Do I look that 
depressed? " 

"Yep." Astrid sat beside him. "Uh, you do know that you're whittling 
a stick into nothingness right? Or are you making an extremely tiny 
charcoal pencil?" 

Hiccup noticed his structure for the first time. He chuckled. No real 
shape other than a stick had been formed. Only a perfect bark-free 
toothpick remained in his hand. "Guess I concentrated too hard." 

She smiled warmly and pecked his cheek. "You still nervous?" 

Hiccup nodded. "Wouldn't you be?" 

Astrid shrugged. "Maybe. I don't know." 

Hiccup shook his head and sighed heavily. "I guess I'm not nervous 
anymore, I mean about my leadership skills, justa€ | scared about the 
next battle. There's still my father's name to live up to, and 
speaking of my father I may never see either him or my moma€ | " He 
sighed again. "I've got too much to worry about." 

Astrid listened silently, cuddling with Hiccup. When he stared 
blankly at the ocean, she asked, "Where does your courage come 
from? " 

He started at the question. "I-I don't know. It just 
comes . " 

"Hiccup," Astrid continued, "I think it comes from here." She placed 
her hand on the right side of his chest; his heart. "I think that's 
where you find your strength." 


He smiled, and wanted to say something, but the war horn sounded. 
Their half hour was up. 



Astrid took a deep breath as Toothless perked up to the horn's sound. 
"Are you ready chief?" 


He smiled again, more confidently. "Sure. Yeah, I'm ready." 

In the shortest time, soldiers ready to leave mounted dragons. Others 
too injured were ordered by Fishlegs to stay behind, leaving their 
fighting number at 170, instead of 250; the only disobedient one 
being Snotlout, but even his father suggested carefulness, so 
Snotlout compromised to remain in the back of the army, for 
protection he really didn't want. 

Hiccup and toothless marched to the front of their army. All smiled 
with hearts pounding, prepared to make the ultimate sacrifice for 
their island, their chief, and their families. Hiccup knew now, knew 
that they'd fight with him to the death. 

His spirit rising, he screamed, "Charge!" 

And the final leg began. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"Half my fleet, half my fleet! Half my soldiers," Drago kept 
muttering. "Who in the blazes let that happen?"<p> 

The new second-in-command, a timid youngster, was beyond petrified to 
answer; news of Olaf's punishment spread like wildfire, and his 
predecessor vowed that he'd avoid the same fate at all costs, 
"we-we-we will still wina€|uh, sir." 

"You better be very, very sure of that, kid, " Drago slithered, 
"Because we're wasting precious time fixing my ships which wouldn't 
have been splintered in the first place because you let some weasel 
destroy them!" 

The young man nodded. "Yes sir. Very good, sir. We will win this 
battle sir, with you as our commander." 

Drago chuckled humorlessly. "You know, I like you Henrik. You're much 
more admiring than Olaf, the late worm. Your service should be more 
useful, I should think." 

Henrik nodded rapidly. "Yes sir. Of course sir." 

Drago smiled. "Good." 

Like thunder, the watch cried, "Dragons! Dragons on the 
horizon ! " 

Henrik and surrounding men were taken by a burst of panic, but Drago 
shook his head, clicking his tongue. 

"Tsk, tsk. Dragon Trainer. You thought I wouldn't be ready for you 
just in case you tried something so stupid? Arm up!" 

Men at the front readied cannons and crossbows. They repeated the 
orders from Drago amongst themselves. "Do not aim at the Dragon 
Trainer. Don't aim at the Dragon Trainer. Don't aima€ | " 



Drago looked to the sky, at the distinct images of dragons. There was 
a great distance between him and the arrow arsenal, the first 
movement. Yes, this plan would work. "Is the ship behind the iceberg? 
Is everything prepared?" 

"Ready sir, " Henrik choked. 

The villain smiled, imagining the frightened face of a complying 
hostage; the Dragon Trainer. "I have you now." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The ice made it cold around them, making the woman shiver, but 
she paid no attention to it. The strange fact that they weren't dead 
yet, frankly, scared her. "Do you have any weapons on you?" Valka 
demanded. They were itching closer to the Dragon King and she didn't 
want any unwelcome surprises . <p> 

"No, " Stoick said, but instinctively felt the dagger strapped to his 
waist. He repositioned his belt to hide it behind his cape. He hated 
to disappoint Val, to betray her trust, but he had seen the 
monstrosity of that King before, and nothing could stop him from 
bringing even a small form of defense just in case his family was 
threatened . 

"Good," Valka whispered. She sighed regrettably and admitted, "I 
don't like this. Something's not right. I'm surprised he hasn't fired 
at us yet. He could probably hear us come in." 

"Let's hope his heart's softened," Stoick said, concealing his dagger 
more expertly with his cape. "On your count." 

Valka nodded and held up her opened fist, signaling five seconds. She 
flexed down her thumb, pinkie, and 
cont inueda€ | 

_Threea€ | Twoa€ | Onea€ | _ 

They leapt from behind the wall, expecting a hellish blaze of 
inferno . 

But what they saw shocked them. 

The King lay there, appearing dead if not for his heavy breathing. 

His children, of all species, were still chained, some mirroring 
their parent in surrender. 

Valka gasped, put her hands over her mouth. "Oh, the poor things! 
They've given up!" She raced to the closest dragon, a runt 
Timber jack, and cuddled it, moving his head onto her lap. She slapped 
it five or six times, but the dragon, nor the father, would 
retaliate. She panicked. "They've given up." 

Stoick rushed in when he heard his wife's melancholy voice. "Are they 
sick? " 


"No! Haven't you seen these kinds of faces before? The father's 
justa€ | given up! So have his children! They must be hungry ora€ | or 
the father can't leave for food because he's afraid to leave them 



again ora€ i or they don't want to live, just stay safe ora€| Stoick, do 
something ! " 

"What do you expect me to do?" 

"I don't know! I don't know howa€ | what to do ! I've never seen this 
mucha€ | readiness for death in a dragon, usually they fight to the 
death! What do we do?" she buried her head in the Timber jack ' s, 
murmuring, "I'm sorryaE! " 

Stoick wanted to be by her side, heal her broken heart, but now 
didn't feel like the right time. He wandered through the chained 
dragons, not knowing he walked to the King until he was standing over 
him. He laid there, this proud beast now lowered to the dignity of an 
old sheep. He glanced up to Stoick and back to the ice, 
surrendering . 

A green Nadder squawked. When Stoick looked to it, it shook its head 
rapidly. He looked young, being such a small thing, its green color 
the deepest and most vibrant. 

"You're scared," Stoick muttered, remembering the squawk and his 
shaking. He looked again to the King, who was now staring at his 
youngest in parental sympathy. 

The chief's gaze was drawn back to the child. He knew what to do. 

He laid his hands on the dragon's snout, calming him down, or 
attempting to. It still squawked and shook. 

The cries of his hatching caused by the intruder angered the King. He 

growled at Stoick and tilted his head upward. _Don't touch 

him._ 

Stoick maneuvered his hands to the chain around the dragon's 
neck . 

Stoick didn't know it, but Valka had noticed his movements and gaped 
in awe. She knew what he was doing, something she could never have 
done on her own. 

Stoick felt for vulnerability in the chain. 

The King nipped at him, growling. The older dragons readied fire. 

In a burdensome pull, Stoick broke the heavy chain, cutting his 
palms. The chain slid off the Nadder 's neck and clanked onto the 
ice . 

Everyone was frozen for a minute. The Nadder looked at the chain with 
a horrified expression. 

"Fly!" Stoick ordered, strangely impatient. "Fly! You're free! Fly!" 
He nudged the Nadder a bit. He put his hands under its wings and 
lifted it like he would a baby. "Fly! Flap! Fly!" 

Eventually, the Nadder obeyed. He hovered over the ice, smiling at 
his King. He chirped happily. 


Stoick smiled at the dragons' thrill and freed the next dragon. It 



needed no order to fly. Stoick continued along the line, noticing 
that the King stood up slowly, following the pace of his 
subjects . 

Valka shook her head in disbelief. She wanted to jump for joy and hug 
her husband, her joy returning to her like the dragons had. 

"Val ! " Stoick called, waking her from awe, "What are you waiting for? 
Train them to fight!" 

"What?" 

Stoick growled as he freed another, ignoring the pain in his palms. 
"Teach them how to fight! Train them! Do whatever you do so they can 
fight! Why else did we come here?" 

Valka beamed, overjoyed, disbelieving that this amazing thing was 
happening. Fanatic, she flocked to the dragons, and to Stoick' s 
surprise, she starteda€ | act ing like a dragon. 

He continued freeing the dragons, half-watching his dragon wife as 
she, uha€ i squat, then jump, then somersault, then roll around with 
them, thena€ ! did she play dead? 

He didn't know how long it took, but he finally freed the last 
dragon, a rather impatient, old Thunderdrum. He painfully rubbed his 
hands together, cringing at the stinging. He finally inspected his 
hands. They were covered in red blisters. He picked at the dead skin, 
hoping that it could minimize the visible damage. 

"Stoick!" Valka shouted. 

"What is it?" He pressed his hands to his side, ignoring the sting. 
"What's wrong?" But Stoick saw for himself. 

The Dragon King was walking to the entrance, a bloodthirsty look in 
his eyes. The young, smaller dragons started to follow their 
father . 

"Val?" Stoick asked. 

Valka massaged her face, whimpering. "Dragons cana€ | they can smell 
blood from a great distance." 

Stoick presumed, "And Drago ' s been killing dragons in the 
war . " 

Valka shakily breathed. She rubbed her cheeks. She had seen how Drago 
killed his prey; spears, chains, poisona€|she couldn't stop herself 
from imagining how he'd kill a human. "Hiccupa€|" 

Stoick grabbed her shoulders. "He will be fine. Do the dragons fight 
when they smell dragon blood?" 

Valka nodded. "It's a protective instinct. They-they fight to protect 
each other. I think it evolved over years of being 
hunted . " 


"Alright." He stroked her cheek. "Val, we will get Hiccup. I swear 
that he will be safe and sound when we find him. We have our army and 



we will defeat Drago. I promise you. You trained these dragons to 
just that, and if I know anything about you, you complete what you 
start. We will get Hiccup." 

Valka nodded. "I know, I know." She breathed, telling herself that 
Hiccup would be okay. "But I didn't gain these dragons' trust. You 
did. You broke the chains and that's how we got them back. You saved 
them." She kissed his cheek. "Thank you." She hugged him once 
more . 

Stoick hugged her back tightly. His wife never knew what it meant to 
him to hear that, hear her acceptance and love. He kissed her cheek 
and took her hand. "Now, we have a son who needs us. Want to go to 
war? " 


She nodded. "I've been waiting thirteen years for this. 
Stoick pecked her cheek again. "Let's go." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup flew hard. He noticed right away that no nets were being 
thrown at him, only people beside him. It was suspicious but he still 
fought. Toothless shot plasma blasts at the crossbows, plucking them 
out . <p> 

"Everyone hit the weapons!" Hiccup shouted. "Hit them now!" 

Astrid shouted, "Push hard!" 

Hiccup sensed the dragons lost behind him, the bodies falling into 
the ocean, and the screams of people as they were hit. He didn't let 
them bother him. 

He was after Drago. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Drago smiled. "Are they close enough?"<p> 

Henrik nodded hastily. 

But Drago didn't see it. Annoyed by silence, he lethally repeated, 
"Are they close enough!" 

Henrik nodded and choked, "Yes sir." 

"Good. They had an advantage when we were at sea." He crookedly 
smiled, his eye glued to the Night Fury, but the greater prize was 
the maggot riding it. "Let's show them what we can do on 
land . " 

Henrik grew elated. "Yes sir!" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Hookf ang ! Melt 'em! "<p> 

"Barf! Belch! Gas and light it!" the twins yelled in unison. 



The captured ship was in flames. Soldiers died or leapt into the sea 
for relief. Berk celebrated when they realized that they mutilated 
the majority of the ships. Others retreated. 

The Berk army landed on the ice, practically tasting the victory. 
Drago was in their grasp. 

Gobber was the one to ask for orders. "What shall we do 
chief? " 

"Capture Drago. Then we kill him and free all the dragons he 
captured . " 

"Sounds like a plan!" Astrid cried. "I volunteer my battalion to 
scout the enemy's positions!" 

Fishlegs raised his hand. "Me as well, sir!" 

Hiccup smiled, nodding. He knew better than to tell them no. 

Astrid held up her hand and thrust it forward; Stormfly slowly flew 
forward. Fishlegs, ignorant of the proper signals, copied her and 
Meatlug followed Stormfly. Their dragons and soldiers followed them, 
hovering over the ice. As they inched forward, they all slowly 
disappeared . 

Horrific weapons came from nowhere. Oversized nets with the thickest 
ropes imaginable torpedoed to the dragons. Spears pinned wings and 
tails to the ice and roaring dragons cried in pain. Dragons seemed to 
be plucked away, their riders with them. Hiccup saw Astrid and 
Fishlegs swallowed alive by a metallic sphere. 

"Astrid!" Hiccup shouted. "Astrid!" 

Ruffnut whimpered, "Fish?" Only her brother heard her. 

The remaining army was dead silent, petrified by what just 
happened . 

Gobber leaned to Hiccup. "Are those Drago ' s traps?" Unfortunately, 
the boy blankly nodded. 

"Hello, Dragon Trainer!" a voice called over the iceberg. "I see 
you're having a bit of trouble. Your army has disappeared. Ha! Need 
some help?" 

Hiccup couldn't look anywhere but the trap. His Astrid was in there. 
His Astrid. The man who took him and his mother and killed dragons 
now had his Astrid! Tuffnut saw Hiccup's death glare. He grabbed his 
hand and Hiccup gaped at him. 

Tuffnut 's glare seethed with urgency. "Do not go after her. She will 
be fine. You're Confident Hiccup. You can't focus on just 
her . " 

Hiccup nodded, but that gesture was a lie. He was worried sick. He 
wanted nothing more than to rip open that trap and hug his angel for 
the entire world and never let her go. "Okay. Okay. Fine." 


Tuffnut released his hand. "Okay. Fine. So what do we do?" 



Hiccup shook his head. "We don't know what kind of traps are there. 
We're flying in blind. Even if the place wasn't overrun with traps 
and even though we probably outnumber them, we'd still lose this 
fight. Those trapsa€ | I don't know how we can face them. No-no one 
escaped. They're too sophisticated, we can't fight this!" 

"Dragon Trainer!" Drago taunted. "Where's you army? Fight 
me ! " 

Hiccup breathed. He gripped Toothless' rigging in frustration so his 
knuckles turned white. 

Snotlout whispered to Hiccup, "We could try and attack." 

"I'm not risking that." 

"You have to, " Snotlout chided. 

Hiccup kept his face straight. He held his head high and shouted, 
"Drago! What do you want?" 

A cackle echoed across the icy environment. It sent shivers up 
Hiccup's spine, but he couldn't get a cold foot now. 

The mocking laugh ended and Drago shouted, "I want you Dragon 
Trainer. Oh, don't worry, I'm nice enough, so I'll neutralize the 
traps so you have a safe walk over here. Come willingly, without the 
dragon, and I'll free the humans and dragons in the traps. Your army 
will be free to return home, safe and secure! It's a simple deal! A 
trainer for his people. What's your choice. Dragon Trainer?" 

Hiccup sighed heavily. Everyone knew what Hiccup was thinking without 
asking him. 

"Hiccup, no!" Snotlout pleaded. "No, don't do this!" 

"He has the people. He'll kill them. His ransom is me." Hiccup 
unhooked his foot from the stirrup. 

"Lad," Gobber said, reaching down and snatching his flight suit. "Do 
not do this. You can't do this." 

Using unknown strength. Hiccup ripped himself from Gobber 's hold and 
slid off of Toothless. Toothless shook his head and whimpered. He 
growled in anger. 

Hiccup grasped Toothless's ears and pressed his forehead against 
Toothless' nose. He whispered, "You be good bud. I secretly kept the 
designs for your self-flying tail and Gobber can make it for you. If 
you can't find it, Fishlegs knows your tail positions. He'll teach 
them toa€ | someone . " Hiccup held back his tears. 

He stood up and looked at his friends. "You guysa€|were great friends 
even if it took me a while to realize ita€ | " 

"Tell me you have a plan, " Snotlout growled. 


Hiccup smiled. "I'll make it up as I go." He struggled to keep his 
voice stable as he announced, "Spitelout is the new commander until 



my father returns." Then, he turned to his opposite direction and 
shouted. "Drago! I'm coming! Neutralize the traps!" 

"Hiccup," Gobber whimpered. "Son, there's another way out of 
this . " 

Hiccup turned around. "It's me or those forty-some soldiers. Not a 
hard choice. Someone hold Toothless when I start walking." 

Ruffnut growled, "You're just giving him what he wants! He wanted you 
dead in the first place." 

Hiccup kept walking. "Someone hold Toothless." 

Toothless shook and leapt forward. Hookfang, despite his two riders, 
threw himself in front of him with a painful expression. Toothless 
tried to leap over, but Barf and Belch all barricaded too, their 
riders still on them. But Toothless still fought. 

Gobber sighed and raced to Toothless. "Spitelout, help me hold him 
down . " 

"But GobberaG | " 

Gobber pinned Toothless. "Hold him down!" And Spitelout obeyed. 
Toothless whimpered, knowing that he couldn't fight his bodyguards 
now, but he swore that if Hiccup was hurt, they'd see the hellish 
anger of a Night Fury. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup kept walking. He tuned out his other ideas, knowing that 
this was the only way anyone would be free. Those imprisoned riders 
in the traps surrounding him couldn't be risked, and neither could 
his tribe. He kept walking. Walking. <p> 

Finally, he reached a ship behind no man's land, next to an iceberg. 
Soldiers laughed at his presence, looking at him with eyes of victory 
and mockery. Hiccup kept walking, staring at Drago. After what seemed 
an agonizing ten seconds. Hiccup halted before the villain. He was no 
more than five feet away from him, but Hiccup couldn't help but think 
it was closer. 

"I'm here. " 

Drago smiled. "Yes you are." He turned to his men. "Release the 
prisoners and guard us until his army leaves." 

The men promptly followed, leaving five guards, Drago, and Hiccup. 
They heard the sounds of prisoners forced to return to their army, 
and dragons screaming in pain when they moved their wings. Hiccup 
hated it . 

Drago saw his discomfort and chuckled. He taunted, "I'm surprised 
your chief let you give yourself up. Are you such a runt that not 
even dragon training has saved you?" 

Hiccup smirked. "Guess so." 

Drago smiled, looked jestingly to a soldier, and unexpectedly punched 



Hiccup. Hard. He fell to the deck, his head ringing from the 
collision. He barely had time to react as they blindfolded him and 
effortlessly shoved him into the side of the ship. Chains held his 
hands to the boards, similar to the first imprisonment. 

Hiccup jiggled his wrists, testing their strength. "Well, the 
blindfold's an improvement on your jailing." He inwardly cringed when 
he couldn't move his wrists. 

"Why thank you," Drago sarcastically chimed. "Oh won't your mummy be 
pleased when she finds you learned things about jailing." 

Hiccup smiled. "She will, won't she?" 

"Yes," Drago said. "I think she will. But I'm afraid that it will be 
the last thing on her mind when she sees you. You see, I told her 
that you two would know my wrath. She already knows it after all, 
with the whippings, slaps, hits, and uh, shall we saya€|pools of 
blood around her. Oh she can't wait to see you." 

Hiccup shook. It didn't even occur to him how Drago knew Valka was 
his mother, but his threats worked. He knew Drago was only trying to 
scare him but just the image of his mother beaten like thata€ | "What 
did you do to her?" He couldn't avoid the question. 

"Worried about your mummy? Aw, what a good son." He patted Hiccup on 
the head. "And good sons keep promises. See, I promised your mother 
that, once I caught you, I'd give her a little show." 

Hiccup felt a dagger slice down his forearm. It wasn't deep enough to 
cause severe bleeding, but thin enough to cause a stinging pain. He 
bit his lip. 

Drago was suddenly dangerously close to him; Hiccup could hear him 
breathing. "And when I promise a show, I give a show. What do you say 
if we warm up?" 

Hiccup felt a kick in the stomach and a nick on the cheek. There were 
more ruthlessly hard punches, but Hiccup only panicked when he felt 
something hot inch towards his body. It wasn't fire; he didn't hear 
the crackling. It had to be a metal rod or something. 

He heard the unmistakable laugh of Drago and then a mock-pity 
statement. "Where are dragons when you need them?" 

The rod was pushed into Hiccup's stomach. 

He screamed as the heat ripped through his clothes. 


22 . Chapter 22 

_Whew! SO SORRY FOR THE LONG WAIT! Gotta hate writer's block! Still, 
I'm VERY sorry for this wait and I'll (keyword) try to get the next 
update here sooner. Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 22<p> 



Astrid tried not to panic. The last thing she knew, she was flying to 
scout the enemy when suddenly darkness had abducted her, like the sun 
had suddenly extinguished. It was so dark that even a hand before her 
face was invisible. She desperately reached into the night and found 
an ice cold, metallic barrier. She banged her fists against 
it . 

"Hiccup! Fishlegs!" she shrieked. "Hiccup!" She banged harder and 
felt her legs instinctively grip harder against Stormfly's back; 
never before had her dragon's presence been so comforting. Stormfly 
whimpered and roared below her. 

"Easy girl," Astrid soothed, shakily petting Stormfly's head. "Easy, 
easy, stay calm and it'll be okay." She tried to obey her own 
advice . 

She racked her brain for an explanation for this, anything. It 
might've been a trap. An extremely sophisticated trap; it was briefed 
that Drago was a dragon trapper. She banged her fists against the 
wall. "Hiccup! Hiccup!" 

She began to panic. She never considered that total darkness could 
torture someone so much. It felt like tiny, ghost-like fingers were 
crawling up her body to her face. She was never scared of the dark as 
a child, but then again, she had the moon and star's light to guide 
her; there was none of that here. 

She shook, felt her heart rate quicken, and with it her breathing. 
"Stormfly, I want just a bit of light, girl." 

On command, Stormfly brewed magma in her stomach and let its glow 
emanate from her throat. Instantly, the glow equivalent to a torch 
penetrated the darkness. 

Astrid gasped. A metal dome surrounded her. No weakness was visible, 
no cracks or lose bolts. Yes, this was a dragon trap and yes, it was 
truly impenetrable. 

She took her axe and hit it against the wall, making sparks. "Let me 
out!" she cried. "Somebody let me out!" 

After multiple strikes, she felt her arm growing numb. She breathed 
hard, hoping that someone would get her soon. Why was this darkness 
defeating her so easily? 

Stormfly extinguished her inner torch and began churning new magma. 
Astrid rubbed her cheeks and eyes, discovering unwanted 
claustrophobia. "Someone let us out!" she yelled. 

In an instant, the darkness disappeared, replaced by a blinding 
light. Astrid winced, slammed her eyes shut, and held her hands up as 
a shield; the light pierced her eyes like a dagger. 

A hand grabbed her forearm. 

"No!" Astrid threw a punch at the captor, but it was stopped, held by 
a hand. Her eyes refocused and there stood Ruffnut, looking up at 
her . 

"I know you want to fight, but please don't injure your rescuer," 



Ruffnut snapped. "It's okay. We got them to release the 
traps . " 

Still shaken, Astrid let Ruffnut walk Stormfly out as she rode her. 
"What happened?" 

Ruffnut cringed. She took a deep breath and turned to Astrid. "Hiccup 
gave himself up in exchange for you and the prisoners." 

Astrid felt her heart skip a beat. She shook her head. "No, Ruff, he 
wouldn't do that." 

Her rescuer frowned. "This is Hiccup, remember?" 

Astrid heard the roar of a Night Fury and looked to it. There was 
Toothless, being held down by five Vikings. That was the only proof 
she needed. 

"How are we going to save him?" she demanded. "What are we going to 
do? We can't leave him there, they'll kill him." She leapt off 
Stormfly. "We have toa€ | " 

"Astrid, stop!" Ruffnut cried, knowing her friend's intent. She 
grabbed her arms and held her there, surprising even herself when 
Astrid stayed put. "Don't go now. You're smarter than that. Just come 
on, now." Astrid in one hand and Stormfly 's reigns in the other, shed 
dragged the two of them to the remaining army, not happy about it in 
the slightest. 

Astrid used all of her courage to suppress any urge to rescue Hiccup, 
to grab her axe and charge head-on into the army and save her one and 
only. She knew that it was impossible and that any attempt to rescue 
Hiccup would only worsen the settled situation. She let Ruffnut walk 
Stormfly and her to the throng. Injured dragons wailed when their 
wings moved; they were being escorted off the island. 

One lame dragon was being forced by the enemy into the water, to 
drown because it couldn't owner protested heavily but was knocked 
down. Astrid breathed, wanting both to suppress her anger and to kill 
these men. But revenge would have to wait. Hiccup needed her to be 
calm and focused. And that was what she was going to do. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup screamed. He gasped for breath, praying for this to 
stop . <p> 

He hoped no one could hear him, especially Toothless. The Night Fury 
would rupture a hole in the defenses and rescue him within a second. 
As much as Hiccup wanted it, that couldn't happen. His plan couldn't 
be compromised, even if he really didn't have any other plan than 
enduring torture from Drago. If he was to be honest with himself, he 
was still mentally fingering through ideas, but none would work. 

He was still blindfolded, which made the torture worse; having no 
warning of what they'd do to him only made his fear grow. He had 
always been afraid of the dark. Really afraid. He distantly 
remembered crawling into his parents' bed and telling Dad to light 
the candle. The security, tranquility of that memory calmed him for 
only a moment . 



Unwarned, a foot stomped on his prosthetic. 


Hiccup shrieked as the fire-crawling pain cascaded through his leg. 

He controlled his breathing, vaguely remembering a tidbit of 
information Fishlegs passed on about controlled breathing rate. It 
calmed him, but not his fear. 

A rough hand grasped his chin and pulled him upward, ripping his 
arms, trapped by the chains. He could tell it was Drago. 

The villain chuckled again. "Have you had enough yet? Are you through 
suffering? " 

Hiccup breathed out what he hoped sounded like a chuckle. "Are you 
through waiting for a response?" 

Drago released his chin. "Maybe. I could try harder. Much 
harder . " 

Hiccup smiled again. "By then you'd be bored." 

"We'll see about that." 

Hiccup was dropped. The distant feeling of heat came closer. _No, _he 
pleaded. _No ! _ 

It pressed into his abdomen and he screamed again. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka peered across the horizon as she rode her new dragon, a 
Grapple Grounder, to the war. She had instructedStoick to let the 
dragons lead them, since it was the scent of dragon blood guiding 
them to the battle. Everything was going according to the unwritten 
plan, but even she was still on edge. No definite number of 
reassurances could calm her worry of Hiccup's safety. <em>Who am I 
kidding, <em>she told herself, checking with reality, _ this is war. 
But I would do _anything _to have it not be my son who pays the 
price. _She lowered her head, feeling silly for worrying so much, but 
having it seem perfectly normal all at once. _Please, HiccupaC ! please 
don ' ta€ | _ 

"There they are!" Stoick cried. 

Valka whirled her head, scanning the ocean until she founda€ | yes ! 
Smoke rose and dragons flocked around an island. But there were no 
sounds of war. Was the battle over? She had no idea, and it scared 
her . 

"Stoick?" she asked her voice shaking. "What's happening over there? 
They're not fighting. What's going on?" 

Her husband just coolly examined the battle for a moment. He shook 
his head. "I don't know. I don't know what's going on." He bit his 
tongue and tried to see further. He could only make out many ships on 
the edge of an ice island and tiny figures decking it. 

He turned to his wife. "Signal the dragons to stay here, out of 
sight. I'll go on Thornado and see what that ship is." 



She nodded fiercely, but cried, "Stoick, Drago likes to torture 
prisoners. Don't get caughta€ i and make sure Hiccup's 
alright . " 

Stoick nodded. "I will." 

He flew forward, knowing Valka would obey him and stay where she was. 
Thornado flapped his wings softly, dampening any flying sounds. They 
drew closer, the glacier steadily increasing in size, and with it the 
ships . 

"Go around the glacier, boy," Stoick commanded. "Don't let them see 
you." Of course, there was also the possibility that an enemy dragon 
could sense them, but Stoick knew unfamiliar dragon trainers. They 
dismissed dragon warnings like a child's cry of monsters under the 
bed. They weren't wise enough to decipher dragon's warnings. Stoick 
released his worries; they'd get to the ship alright. 

Stoick almost wished that he hadn't. 

Thornado perched above the glacier, well-hidden enough so they could 
see the ship yet still remain unseen. When Stoick saw the scene below 
him, he couldn't believe his eyes, and he fought the returning image 
hereafter . 

There sat his boy, his son, chained to the starboard of the ship, 
blindfolded. Marks coated his body; horrible marks. Singed clothes, 
black skin, bloody bruisesa€| 

What had happened? Why did he abandon his son to that? 

He bit his lip and clenched Thornado ' s reins, burying the guilt and 
the longing to dive in head-on. He couldn't do anything now, though 
every cell in his body begged him to, told him to. There were too 
many men for one Viking and a dragon. 

Stoick looked beyond the ship and saw his army. Oh, it was so 
pathetic! Dragons were being herded with their riders to the edge of 
the island. Stoick couldn't make out the shouts, but from what he 
saw, it looked like Berk had surrendered, their leader in enemy 
possession. This tore through Stoick like lightning and he didn't 
know what to think. Why weren't they trying to get him back? Why 
didn't they try harder? 

He took one last look at Hiccup. His son was smiling, taunting who 
appeared to be Drago. The man punched his son again. "Don't you touch 
him again," Stoick cursed, a death threat coming from his heart. 

The father looked back to his dragon army. He couldn't leave his son 
here, but he also couldn't leave his wife behind worrying. And he 
couldn't leave his army leaderless by getting his son either. 

Silently asking forgiveness from his son, the guilt tearing through 
his body, he flew back to Valka. 

When she looked to him, he almost held the news back. That longing 
stare alone made him not want to tell her, to kill her hope. But he 
had to. 


"They've got him. 



She frowned and turned to marble. Her voice emotionless, she gasped, 
"What?" 

Stoick reached for her hand. "Now, he doesn't look too 
hurta€ | " 

"This is still Drago ! " she cried, her emotion suddenly reappearing. 
"This man whipped me, punched me, and did many more ruthless things 
to prisoners over the years! And now he has my baby! You don't think 
he'll do much more to my baby!" 

Stoick grabbed her hand and squeezed it hard. "Valka, I promise that 
we will win. Now I have a plan, and I promise that he will come out 
alive. But you need to keep a cool head and do exactly what I say. 

Can you do that for me, for Hiccup?" 

Valka looked deep into his eyes, daring him to break the promise of 
her son's safety. She breathed, calming herself. "Alright. What's the 
plan? " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Toothless relented and let the five Hooligan men hold him down. 
One look at the soldiers flocking them away and he knew it was 
tactically better to stay put, but the thought of abandoning Hiccup 
alone killed him.<p> 

They inched closer to the back of the island. Toothless knew that no 
one wanted to leaveaC i or did they? He didn't know. 

The soldiers laughed at their cowardice, making Toothless fume even 
more. "Go back home to Mummy," they taunted, "Run and eat mutton." 
Toothless wanted to fry them so badly; he could even hear his 
friend's order, "Fry 'em Toothelss!" but he held back. 

A thunderous roar shattered their eardrums. Toothless cringed from 
the blast and looked to the sky. 

An indefinite number of dragons soared above them. On the lead dragon 
stood a masked man, caped and wielding an odd spear or club. But what 
made Toothless rejoice was that they flew past him, to Drago. 

The Vikings barring Toothless forgot him and stared at the spectacle, 
thankful yet suspicious of this providential timing. 

Toothless noticed their distraction and raced forward, to Hiccup. He 
kept running. He churned fire, ready to tackle the guard to the 
ground and punish him for kidnapping his rider. But a Thunderdrum 
landed in front of him and his rider leapt off to hold Toothless 
down . 

"Stoick!" Gobber cried from behind. He raced forward. 

"Stoick! " 


Toothless stopped, held by Stoick 's grasp, and watched the 
his job. The larger ones followed the caped leader further 
icy plain, but smaller ones barbequed the soldiers. Stoick 
nose and spoke soothingly, a voice which only came on rare 
"Easy now. She's got him." 


dragons do 
behind the 
rubbed his 
occasions . 



Gobber came up beside them. "Stoick! Stoick! What in the name 
of a€| what's going on?" 

Stoick smiled and gestured to the sky. The last of the dragons flew 
past them. "Reinforcements." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup heard Drago gasp loudly. Other men screamed. Dragons 
roared. He felt a powerful wind speed hit him, like a dragon flapped 
mightily. Curse the blindfold! He needed it off.<p> 

Drago shouted, "Now! Load the arrows and crossbows now! Ready the 
traps ! " 

"What's going on?" Hiccup dumbly asked. Then he demanded, "What's 
going on?" 

He felt the chains slide off his wrists. He valued freedom for two 
seconds, but his wrists were then tied by rope and held behind his 
back. He was thrown over someone's shoulder, Drago ' s he 
presumed . 

Hiccup tugged at the ropes, trying to remember where everything was, 
what direction they were headed in, but found his memory blank. They 
were running fast, maybe a little too fast. 

He felt heat flash around him. He heard the sound of dragons blowing 
fire. The footsteps bolted. 

"Drago!" Hiccup yelped. "What's going on?" 

He was slapped in the face. Drago screamed, "Keep your voice down you 
midget!" This shout came from farther off, so apparently a henchman 
was lugging him around. 

Hiccup breathed, "What's goinga€|Ah!" He was slapped again. Before 
another syllable could be uttered, a course cloth was forced into his 
mouth and a strip secured it, tied behind his head. _Great, _Hiccup 
thought, _a gag too. Yay. _But the fear was still in his heart, even 
with his sarcastic shield. 

The man carrying him kept running, but then suddenly stopped so 
abruptly that Hiccup flew forward, or backward in his perspective, 
but the man caught him again. 

There was silence for a few moments, but Hiccup could hear the 
dragons around them. Maybe they were surrounded. Maybe the arrows and 
traps failed. Maybe they were already sprung but didn't catch prey. 
Whatever happened, he could sense the fear emanating from the 
soldiers' bodies. 

He heard Drago demand, "What do you want?" 

Hiccup waited for a strange voice, but none came. 

"What do you want?" Drago cried. 


Silence again. 



Hiccup squeaked, scared by the unseen. He strained his ears, 
listening for any sound, anything beyond the labored breathing and 
fire crackling. 

"What do you want?" Drago shouted. "Tell me now!" 

Hiccup couldn't make out all the sounds after that. Something whirled 
through the air and hit the ground. The sound of magma churning 
followed. Then, a dark, deep, unrecognizable voice uttered, "The 
Dragon Trainer. I want the Dragon Trainer." 

Hiccup winced and felt his muscles tense. This couldn't happen! Not 
again ! 

"You can't have him," Drago retorted. "Besides, it looks like you've 
trained dragons rather well." 

Men gasped, and Hiccup knew something threatening happened. 

The voice came again. "Give him to me now or I'll order them to 
f ire . " 

"With him in the path?" Drago asked, then laughed. "Even you, whoever 
you are, aren't so stupid as to do that." 

"We ' 11 see . " 

The next few seconds were chaos to Hiccup. Even all the senses 
combined couldn't interpret what had happened. There were panicked 
voices against Drago, a roar from a dragon, maybe a clank of 
something, a startled scream which was too feminine for a man. But 
one word was clear to Hiccup. 

A startled scream cried, and then an order. "Valka! Kill her! Kill 
her ! " 

_Mom. _Hiccup screamed, hating the gag. He kicked his captor's 
abdomen with his metallic foot. Hard. The man grunted and collapsed. 
Hiccup kept kicking, not caring what he hit. He still screamed, "Mom! 
Mom ! " 

A hand grasped his neck. It choked him. 

He was lifted high. Hiccup gasped for breath but it wouldn't come. He 
felt something press against his heart; experience told him it was a 
knife . 

"Here you go Valka!" Drago taunted, chuckling a bit. "Here's the 
Dragon Trainer. Care to claim him?" 

"Don't you touch him!" Valka' s voice threatened. Hiccup was never 
more relieved to hear that voice. 

But Drago ' s voice killed that joy. "Oh I won't touch him. I'll kill 
him, and throw his body in the ice cold water leaving you nothing but 
an icicle to bury. Now, I have the prize, I make the claims. Back 
off! Take his cowardly army and these precious dragons with you, or 
the knife goes through his heart." 



Hiccup shouted, "Mom don't worry, go!" but it was too muffled to be 
understood. "Mom! Mom, go!" 


The knife was taken off his heart for a moment. A strong fist rammed 
into his stomach. Hiccup gagged, and the knife was returned. Hiccup 
gasped for air. He shouldn't have spoken, now it was too hard to 
breathe . 

"Drago!" Valka yelled. "Get the knife away! Please!" 

Drago laughed. "Sure darling. Sure." 

Hiccup was cut againa€ i in the thigh. He bit back a scream. 

"Last chance, dear." Drago pressed the knife to Hiccup's chest, 
harder this time. "What's it gonna be? Your live son or your dead 
son? " 


Hiccup felt the knife insert, but he didn't think it was too 
dangerous. He whimpered, too scared to admit this was reality. He'd 
wake up any second now, right? _Mom, _Hiccup pleaded, _Just go! Go! 
Please !__ 

But off in the distance, a hoarse voice screamed. "Drago!" 

Hiccup started. He recognized that voice. _Dad._ 

Suddenly, a high shriek hissed and steadily grew louder, like an 
offspring of lightning and death combined. 

Hiccup murmured, "Oh no." 

"Night Fury!" someone cried. 

Hiccup felt the fireball's impact. It threw Drago off balance. The 
knife was wrenched away. Other hands grasped him and tore him away. 

He fought for a moment, but he felt the body of a dragon underneath 
him and they took off into the sky. He still struggled, yelling at 
the captor to let him go. 

But then the voice came. "Hiccup, are you alright?" 

Hiccup felt like laughing. "Mom! Mom!" But it was too muffled to be 
heard. _Argha€ | stupid gag.__ 

She ripped the blindfold off and Hiccup saw her face. He had never 
seen her face so twisted with worry. She held back tears as she 
untied the gag and cut the ropes. She grasped his face and examined 
him, maybe not for bruises, but for proof that he was alive. She 
whimpered, burst into relieved sobs, and hugged his neck. "Are you 
alright? Oh, oh what am I saying? You're burned and 
scarreda€ | " 

Hiccup hugged her back, giving the one of the tightest hugs he'd ever 
given. "I'm alright. Mom. Don't worry, I'm okay. Oh, I was so worried 
about you." He rubbed her back and felt remnants of caked blood. He 
gasped. "Are you okay?" 

She released him and kissed his forehead. "I'm fine, I promise." In a 
cry of delight, she hugged him again. "Oh, I was so worried! Are you 



sure you're okay?" 


"I'm fine. Mom." Hiccup hugged her again. "I'm okay. Don't worry 
about me . " 

Hiccup treasured this embrace, wanting it to remain, but he realized 
something. "Where's Dad?" 

Valka released him again and grinned. "He's leading your army against 
Drago for a final stand. Don't know if you noticed, but I have a few 
reinforcements . " 

Hiccup looked and laughed joyfully. Dragons he didn't even recognize 
burned down ships and forced the men into the sea. Even his men and 
women fighting tackled the soldiers, newly inspired, fighting for 
their home. But Hiccup noticed one peculiar thing. 

"Mom, are those the dragons from the ice cave?" 

"Yup! " 

Hiccup looked at his mom, daring not to get his hopes up, but he 
asked anyway. "You and Dad did that together?" 

She gingerly nodded and Hiccup choked her in another embrace. Maybe 
it was the hope that was building up, the guaranteed victory, or the 
relief of his parents still breathing, but he just hugged her. She 
didn't protest, and she hugged him back. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>He threw the axe at him. <em>Drat . <em>It missed. 

Drago leapt out of the way of the next blade. It impaled the mast. 
This red-headed boar was a good shot, he had to admit, but it 
wouldn't beat him. 

"Missed again, " Drago taunted. 

The man smiled. "You're not worthy of an amazing shot." 

"Aren't I though?" Drago said as he wrenched the knife out of the 
mast . 

Drago had this man alone. Their other soldiers were killing each 
other. Dragons were either assisting them or battling their own. Yes, 
this man was his. 

He threw the blade, but instead of ducking, the enemy flew forward. 

He snatched Drago ' s wrist and twisted his arm upward. He kicked 
Drago ' s shin and punched his stomach. 

Drago grabbed a fistful of the red hair and pulled. Drago used his 
free hand and punched his back, between the shoulder blades. The 
enemy doubled over momentarily, then whipped his arm against Drago ' s 
legs. Drago tripped backward. 

He strugged to get up but the foe tackled him and rolled around the 
ship. He used the momentum to kick Drago into the starboard. The 
weight tipped the ship and they landed in the cold water. 



The shock nearly shoved the air from Drago's lungs. He swam upward 
and hoarded the air, but it was kicked out of him again. 

Drago kicked his fiend back, grabbed his face and shoved him down, 
holding him underwater. "Die," Drago cursed. 

But this man wasn't stupid. He leaned back in the water and kicked 
the back of Drago's head. He somehow got a good grip on Drago's 
shoulder straps and heaved him down. Then, a final kick wrenched 
Drago's grip off of him. 

Drago whirled his head around. He lost him, but only for a moment. 
The fool swam toward land. He was shivering like a frightened bird, 
ridden with hypothermia. Drago chuckled and stealthily crept up to 
him, fingering the knife on his belt. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Go! Go! Go!" Hiccup ordered from his mother's dragon. He had no 
idea where Toothless was. He was below there, in the battlefield, but 
Hiccup couldn't see where. It worried him.<p> 

His mother sensed his worry, like she experienced that pain before, 
and touched his hand which lay on her shoulder. "It'll be alright," 
she promised. 

Hiccup smiled. "I hope so. Now fire on the ship!" 

Valka smirked. "Yes sir!" 

Hiccup chuckled, if only to cheer himself up. He still wondered where 
Toothless was, but where was his father? He hadn't seen him since his 
rescue and... his absence scared him. He wasn't hearing any of the 
usual war cries or battle orders, which became a sort of beacon that 
his father was alright. But, if there were no war cries, was he 
alright? Where was he? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stoick caught his breath. That water was the coldest he'd ever 
remembered. It robbed all the heat from his body. He barely had 
enough time to flip Drago into the water and swim here. Now he 
shivered, but he knew Drago would be back. Maybe within a few 
seconds . <p> 

Stoick felt the presence behind him, like a phantom. He lunged out of 
the way. The knife hit the ice and slid across it. Drago cursed and 
eyed Stoick with a deadly glare. 

Stoick smiled. "Missed me again." 

Drago smirked back. "You're not worthy of a knife's swing." However, 
Drago swung again. 

Stoick deflected it with his palm, hissing back pain when it cut his 
blisters . 


He kicked Drago in the back, sending him to the ice. He tackled him, 
forced him stomach down, brought his arms back, and stole the knife. 



Shouting, he jabbed Drago's shoulder, slicing the muscle above his 
shoulder . 


Drago screamed. 


"That is for my son," Stoick hissed. "Don't you touch him 
again . " 


Drago was gasping for breath, crying 
all, a chuckle was heard. An amused, 
"Son? Ha! Youa€ | you mated with _that 
_runt ? " 


out in pain, but through that 
mocking, degrading chuckle. 
_shrew? You made _that 


Stoick stabbed him again, in the opposite shoulder. "Yes. Yes I 
did." 

Drago chuckled through the pain. "Never would've guessed. What an 
adorable family you make." He kept chuckling. "What's your name. 
Father of the Trainer?" 

Stoick sliced Drago's cheek enough to make a scar. He leaned close 
enough to whisper in his ear. "Demon. And you're about to suffer my 
wrath . " 

Drago scanned to his left and coughed loudly three times. He chuckled 
again, but then burst out laughing. "I don't think so." 

Drago slammed his head into Stoick 's face. The force jolted Stoick to 
black out for a second, long enough for Drago to escape and run. 
Stoick refocused his vision and felt the knife in his hand. Wanting 
revenge with a passion, he raced after Drago. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"There's the signal!" the guard cried softly, learned of his 
commander enough to know it, even if it was unplanned. "The cough. 
Wait for Drago's order! "<p> 

His subordinates lined up, ready. 

One of them questioned, "Are we sure that this trap willa€|" 

"Yes! We set it up, now go!" the commander rapidly snapped. 

Drago should bea€|yes, he just rounded the corner. "Now!" he 
shouted . 

The red-headed prey widened his eyes and stopped, hoping to avoid 
whatever trap the commander had ordered. 

He was too late. He could barely gather what happened. Blurred 
visiona€|no aira€|but he heard a menacing voice. "Did you really 
think you caught me unprepared?" Then his chest stung like fiery ice 
and he screamed. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup battled the soldiers below. He finally found Toothless 
among the fighting and, after a violent hug, fought alongside him. 

His mother was above him, howling orders. He didn't know where anyone 



else was, Astrid, Fishlegs, Ruff, Tuff, Snot louta€ i but he didn't let 
it worry him.<p> 


"Fry 'em bud!" Hiccup ordered, and the Night Fury did so, happy to 
hear that order once again. 

Man upon man fell. Hiccup tried not to let it bother him. He'd see to 
his conscience later. His dad needed him to be a carbon copy of him 
now, to be the chief he was, a commander. 

Toothless jerked his head up unexpectedly. Hiccup knew what would 
happen now. Toothless raced to the thing he heard, knocking enemies 
into the sea as he went. Finally, they landed near the outskirts of 
the battle and Toothless roared desperately. 

"What is it?" Hiccup demanded, knowing that depressed roar. Then he 
looked up. 

He found his father, charging to Dragoa€|but Drago was leading him 
toa€|to a trap. A massive boulder was in some kind of machine Hiccup 
had never seen before. 

Drago ran past it and screamed, "Now!" 

"Dad!" Hiccup screamed. "Dad, no!" 

Hiccup cried in agony as his father was hit. He was too late. 

The rock smashed against his father. Unlike other rocks Stoick hit, 
this one didn't shatter. It stayed put and eventually rolled off his 
chest . 

Hiccup panicked. Toothless was ready to shoot fire. 

"No!" Hiccup shouted, clenching Toothless' mouth shut with his hands. 
"Don ' t hit Dad ! " 

Drago bolted to Stoick, sword in hand. He raised it, blade down, and 
struck . 

Silence. It was all silent to Hiccup. Time froze. Hiccup shook his 
head . 

"NO! DAD! NO!" 


23. Chapter 23 

_Et Voila! Whew! Here's your climax. Well, n'uff chit-chat. 
Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! THANKS FOR ALL YOUR AWESOME REVIEWS! 
They really made me work hard this time, so (genuinely) thank you 
very, very, very much! Okay, now n'uff chit-chat. _ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 23<p> 

"No, " Hiccup whispered. He watched as Drago ripped the sword from his 
father's chest. For one awful moment. Hiccup didn't hear a scream. 

No, no! His father couldn't be dead! But then his father 



screamed . 


The uncanny sense of relief washed over Hiccup. So his father was 
hanging on. Yes! But still, the anger surged through his 
blood . 

"Bud," he hissed. "Get me over there." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka heard the scream, the scream she only heard once before, 
when Stoick's father died. She could still remember the agonizing 
plea from Stoick as he watched his father pass, as he denied any 
diagnosis that ended in death. There was only one scream in the world 
like that one. But now, the scream wasn't from Stoick, it was from 
their own son.<p> 

She gasped at her realization, looked to her son, and what she saw 
stopped her heart. Her husband laid on the ground, stabbed by Drago, 
gasping for breath and screaming. Hiccup ... racing toward him on 
Toothless, abandoning the battle behind him. 

"Stoick?" she whispered. She shook her head, unwilling to believe any 
of it. She couldn't get Gobber for help, there was no time, and they 
were too far away from the battle for anyone to notice. She'd have to 
do this alone. "Gruff," she ordered her newly named dragon. 

"Charge ! " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup didn't know what he was doing. Adrenaline scourging his 
bloodstream, he leapt off of Toothless and collided into Drago. They 
tumbled. Drago gained the momentum, and kicked Hiccup into the 
glacier . <p> 

Hiccup's head smashed into the ice. He felt dazed, his vision 
blurred, and he could feel the cracks in the ice he made, or Drago 
made by throwing him. He felt hands grab his shoulders, worsening the 
sores and shooting pain through his arms. He was thrown again, this 
time to the side. Where was Toothless? He wasn't stupid enough to get 
his dragon captured again, was he? 

He heard Drago ' s breath, his footsteps, before he was lifted up 
again. "What a brave boy," Drago mocked. "Where does that gene come 
from, I wonder?" 

Hiccup looked over Drago ' s shoulders and saw Toothless, smacking his 
last victim. Four guards were spewed across the ice, next to the 
canon-like weapon, made unconscious by Toothless' tail. Hiccup 
slightly glanced to his father, silently ordering Toothless to check 
on him. With that. Hiccup smirked at Drago. "Well, it comes from both 
I guess. I got a double dosage." Hiccup mustered his strength all to 
his left foot and kicked Drago ' s stomach. He swung upward with his 
left fist. _Bam! _Right into Drago ' s chin. Hiccup punched Drago 
again, this time with his right, and kept alternating. Kick, punch, 
kick, punch, punch. . . 

Drago growled in frustration and threw Hiccup away again, not caring 
which direction. Hiccup tumbled from the impact and landed beside his 
father . 



Blood seeped from the wound Stoick was clenching. Hiccup watched as 
he tried to sit up, but hissed back a cry of pain. "My ribs..." he 
murmured. Hiccup panted, "Don't move..." Toothless gurgled and licked 
Stoick' s face. He started to try and ease Stoick onto his back, but 
even moving Stoick made him scream with pain. 

Hiccup saw the sword. Drago must've dropped it when Hiccup hit him. 

He heard the heavy footsteps of Drago behind him. Not thinking. 

Hiccup grabbed it, leapt to his feet, and swung. Drago was 
immediately behind him now. 

He lunged out of the way. Hiccup's sword wedged into the ice. Drago 
reached for it, but Hiccup wouldn't let him have it. With strength 
unknown to him. Hiccup dragged the sword away, swung it upward, and 
sliced down. He missed Drago again. 

Drago laughed. "Is that all you've got you midget?" 

A voice harshly cried from above them. "You haven't seen the 
beginning of it ! " 

Hiccup turned upward. "Mom, " he breathed. 

Drago saw Hiccup's distracted gaze. He lunged forward and grabbed the 
hilt of the sword. Hiccup felt the tug and held on. Tight. Drago 
wrestled to get the sword from his grasp, but the midget wouldn't 
budge. They danced across the ice, each playing tug-a-war with equal 
strength . 

Without warning, a wooden block lashed into Drago ' s face. The searing 
pain, like fire, burned through his face; the sting alone made him 
release his grip on the sword. Once the pain lessened, he opened his 
eyes and saw the one who slashed him; Valka, with her 
club . 

"Hiccup!" she breathed. "Get your father!" But Hiccup, surprisingly, 
didn't move. 

Drago glanced to both of them and chuckled. "Aren't you happy I gave 
you a family reunion, Valka? Oh come on, just tell me you're happy to 
see your family all in one place. A family battle! What quality 
time ! " 

Valka slithered, "I'll never thank you, you demon. And I will repay 
you for every scar on my son, my husband, and myself a hundred times 
over ! " 

Drago gasped as if entertaining a toddler. "Why, then I ' d be 
dead ! " 

Valka smirked. "Really? I never considered that!" She swung the club 
but Drago caught it, tearing it from her hands. 

"Gruff!" she shrieked. "Help!" 

Hiccup didn't know her plan. All he saw was his mother, weaponless, 
with Drago threatening her. "No!" He slashed the sword at Drago. 

Drago deflected the blow. 



"Hiccup, stop!" Valka screamed. 


"Gruff ! Now ! " 


A Grapple Grounder stood on his hind legs, seething out magma heat. 
Toothless left Stoick, by his order, and circled behind Drago, ready 
to murder if it meant protecting Hiccup. 

Hiccup still fought Drago, oblivious to the extra protection. He 
swung his sword to the villain no matter how many times his blow was 
stopped. He' d keep fighting even if his arms fell off. 

Drago laughed through the whole ordeal. "What's the matter, son? Why 
aren't you strong enough? Don't have it in you to kill me?" 

Hiccup froze and his eyes softened. The truth was, he didn't. After 
everything. . .the dragons. . .his wounds. . .his father. . .his mother. . .he 
couldn't do it. He couldn't kill this monster, and that truth 
tortured him! Why? Why couldn't he kill this beast? 

He shouldn't have shown his weakness. Drago swung the club when 
Hiccup stopped. Hiccup saw it, but too late. 

The club rammed into his head, knocking him to the ice. He gasped for 
breath, but none came. He felt like his windpipe was crushed. He saw 
a hazy sky above him, heard a Night Fury's desperate cry for revenge, 
and felt his mother's wrath... then he remembered no more until he 
awoke . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Astrid hit a man with her axe and let the riderless Stormfly melt 
them with her blaze. Adrenaline surged through Astrid's body. From 
what she could tell, the enemy was almost defeated. Some were 
drowning or surrendering, either way, their numbers were declining. 
Astrid smiled, knowing a large factor was the dragon reinforcements 
brought by Valka and Stoick. They couldn't defeat them without the 
new dragons. <p> 

Astrid breathed, regaining her composure. Half-mindedly, she realized 
that most of the enemy was drawn away from her. Other Hooligans were 
finishing them off, or chaining up their prisoners. Ruffnut appeared 
unannounced beside Astrid, sighed heavily, and half-hugged her. 

"We did it, Hofferson!" she cheered. "We did it!" 

Astrid started. Was it over? Was this all finally over? She looked 
again at the quieting battlefield and breathed out a laugh. "Yeah. 
Yeah, we did." She laughed then, bringing the laughing Ruffnut into a 
full-fledged Viking embrace. "How is everyone? Are we all 
alive? " 

"Yeah," Ruffnut hummed with a disappointed tone. "I wish I got a scar 
though, or some mauling." 

"I don't!" screamed a voice. Fishlegs ran up, squealing, and picked 
up both girls, spinning them around. "I can't believe we won!" he 
cheered as Meatlug and Barf and Belch ran to Stormfly, all jumping up 
and down in celebration. 

Tuffnut ran up. "Hey, Fishy! Get your hands of my sister!" 



Fishlegs fearfully obeyed and dropped both girls. Tuffnut bee-lined 
his sister and, laughing, hugged her tight and Ruffnut hugged him 
back. Tuffnut sighed, "I thought you'd be okay after you fell when 
that guy tore you off. Why did I worry?" 

As onlookers, Fishlegs and Astrid smiled; it appeared these twins had 
soft moments after all. 

"Oh don't mind me!" Snotlout sarcastically whined as he rode on top 
of Hookfang. "I'll pretend I'm dead!" 

Astrid didn't know what it was, but she ran to Snotlout, relieved, 
and hugged his neck. "Don't you dare, you half-brain 
lunatic ! " 

Snotlout, apparently ignoring the insult, gently hugged her back. 
Suddenly, the twins and Fishlegs hugged the duo as well, trapping 
everyone in a laughing, joyous five-way hug. 

Astrid was the first to break it up, slowly moving away from her 
friends. When she counted them, she noticed one, perhaps the one she 
should've hugged first, missing. She asked so the nearby Gobber and 
everyone could hear, "Where's Hiccup?" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka saw her son's eyes close and Toothless roared. He shot fire 
at Drago, careful for Hiccup's unconscious body. Drago dodged the 
blast and the fire melted a hole into the glacier. Drago quickly spun 
a three-sixty and smashed the unprepared Toothless' head into the 
ice. Toothless moaned, blinked hard, and churned more magma, but not 
before Drago smashed him again. He fell to the ice, feeling groggy 
and weak, and found himself staring at his rider, praying that he was 
somehow alive. Drago grinned mockingly; what a pathetic 
beast . <p> 

"Drago!" Valka shrieked. 

Drago turned to her, expecting her to be mounted on that Apple 
Ground-something beast, unsurprised that his prediction was correct. 
He smiled. "Hullo, dear. Just you and me now. Though that Night Fury 
beast is still alive, still breathing heavily. Should I club him 
harder? " 

Valka smirked. "Now, why would you? A compassionate, caring, 
benevolent leader like you?" 

Drago laughed. "You're right! I'll kill him." He moved to strike 
again . 

"Gruff! Blast him, now!" Valka shrieked. 

Gruff fired at Drago, but the man ducked. He back flipped across the 
ice and ran away. Valka 's temper boiled. That man had done enough to 
her, her dragons, her husband, and now, twice, her son. She chased 
after him, her heart clenching on seeing this man die. 

She followed him for less than a second. Then he turned, smiled, hit 
the side of the glacier ... and a net captured her dragon. She was 
flown to the side, her dragon screaming, struggling under the weight 



of the rocks, trying to get free. Her head crashed onto the ice and 
slid. She half-expected to feel blood as she slid, but none came. She 
felt for her dagger as she cursed herself for her blindness. Of 
course Drago would have traps coating the island! How could she be so 
stupid and so... dumb? 

She finally felt the hilt of her knife and tried to move her legs, 
but felt the ropes entangled around them. She unsheathed her dagger, 
tried to sit up to cut herself freea€ | 

But Drago leapt on top of her, using her shock for his chance to grab 
her knife. His left foot trapped her right wrist to the ice. His knee 
jammed into her abdomen, and his right hand forced her left wrist to 
the ground. She couldn't move. 

Drago easily held her down with his strength. She wriggled under his 
strain, which he loved watching her do. 

"What? Are you uncomfortable darling?" He leaned down and whispered, 
"I've always liked you, you know. You're beautiful, with your hair, 
eyes, face... Have you ever thought that something would work between 
us, beautiful thing?" 

She spat at him. 

Drago only grinned. "I'll take that as a yes, pretty." He moved the 
dagger into her line of vision. "But that chance is gone. I've wanted 
to kill you far longer than I wanted you, soa€ | I guess this is our 
good bye sweetheart . " 

Valka tried to hide her fear, but found she couldn't. She inhaled, 
shut her eyes, and waited. _Hiccup . . . Stoick . . ._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stoick watched the whole battle from a distance. His son fell. 
Toothless was disabled, and now his wife lay under Drago Bludvist, a 
knife poised playfully above her head.<p> 

Stoick shook with anger. Instinct made him roll over onto his waist. 
He ignored the stabs of electric-like pain. He inched like a worm 
across the ice, eventually coming to his nearby son. Stoick had 
feared him to be dead. He held his fingers above Hiccup's nose, felt 
the steady breathing, and praised the gods that he was alive. 

Stoick hissed, "Good, Hiccup! Good! Now... come on-come on son. 
Tell-tell me you have a-a knife somewhere on you. Come on!" 

Hiccup remained motionless as Stoick frisked him for a weapon. 
Anything would work! Anything! "Come on," Stoick pleaded. "You have 
to ! Please ! " 

Finally, in his son's boot, between his pant leg and sock was a small 
knife. It wasn't long enough to cause any damagea€|but Stoick 
couldn't complain now. 

He pushed himself up on his arm. He bit his lip to stop his 
pain-stricken scream, drawing blood, but he didn't care. 


He hacked the knife at Drago. 



It impaled his shoulder about three centimeters. Stoick cursed. _No ! 
_It was supposed to hit his head! Not the shoulder! The throw was too 
weak anyway, no damage was done! _Pathetic!_ 

Drago screamed regardless and glared at Stoick with eyes of hellish 
wrath. He released Valka, only to grab her neck and force her against 
his body. He angled the knife against her neck. 

"You think I won't kill her!" Drago hollered. "You think I won't? I 
will! I will kill her!" 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Gobber frantically searched the icy field on foot for his best 
friends and figurative nephewa€ | scrap that, that kid was his nephew, 
Stoick his brother, and Valka his sister! That was his family! 
Regardless of debating family's depth of blood, Gobber kept looking. 
The traps were disabled, so he didn't have that to worry about, but 
it was of minute comfort now.<p> 

"Keep looking!" he ordered, forgetting that Spitelout was the 
commander. "Keep looking for them!" 

Discouraged, he finally mounted Belt Buckle and took to the sky. He 
scanned the ice island, searching for anything, any proof that would 
confirm his family's survival. Belt Buckle wandered over a sort of 
ice mountain. He didn't have any directions as to where to fly so he 
just did his best. As they hovered, Gobber peeked over that mountain, 
and found what he was looking for; the chief's family. 

"Over here!" he shouted "Over here!" 

He glanced down again. It looked like Drago held Valka at knifepoint 
and Hiccup and Stoick were lying on the ground. Were they dead? 

That worry alone plagued Gobber. 

"Get over here!" he shouted once more, saw the dragons following him, 
and dove . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"I'll kill her!" Drago promised. <p> 

Valka saw her husband. He was hurt, badly hurt as he knelt beside his 
son. His shoulder was bleeding and all the color was drained from his 
face, except a tinge of light blue. He struggled to crawl forward, to 
yell a comeback to Drago, but could only cough out a weak gasp and 
fall to the ground. 

Something inside Valka snapped. Drago wouldn't defeat them again, 
that Valka decided then and there. Drago would not kill her family, 
and so help her if she let him live. 

With strength unused before now, she wrenched away the dagger, spun 
herself out of the way, and pushed the knife into Drago ' s 
chest . 


Drago started, his breath absent. She glared into his eyes. Knowing 



his strength was gone, she tore the dagger upward, sideways, and then 
downward again. She wanted to make sure he died, and if it caused him 
pain then it gave her greater joy. 

After enduring a long silence, Drago chuckled. He croaked, "Got your 
wish dearie. But give me onea€ i lasta€ i kissa€ i " 

Valka slapped him, extracted the knife, and sliced it across his 
chest. Without another word, Drago fell over, limp and not 
breathing . 

Valka fell to her bum, looking down at her blood-stained clothes; 
stains of Drago ' s blood no doubt. She'd burn these clothes. She 
didn't want to be reminded of that monster again, that 
horrid. . . 

"Valka! " 

That thunderous roar jolted her from her faintness. She screamed from 
shock and grabbed the first sight of her opponent that she 
saw . 

"Ow!" the man yelped. "Valka! That's my moustache!" 

Valka cried unexpectedly. This was all too much! Why was a man 
complaining about facial hair? Then, Gobber finally appeared in her 
gaze . 

Valka recognized him immediately. He gently moved his hook across her 
cheeks, drying her tears. "Gobber?" 

"Yeah, it's me. You're okay now, Drago ' s dead." 

Valka calmed herself as Gobber freed her ankles and rubbed her back. 
"When did you-when did you come in?" 

Gobber 's voice was soft as she kept crying. "Right when you killed 
him. Don't worry, the battle's over, they surrendered. Hey, your 
dragon reinforcements came through to help us. Don't worry. 
Everything's okay now." 

Valka shook her head. "Battles? I knowa€ | something happeneda€ | why 
can't I remember?" 

Gobber shushed her gently and kept rubbing her back. "You're in 
shock. It'll come back to you momentarily, be patient." 

Valka tried to believe him and desperately searched her memory for 
immediate events, buta€|why was her memory so cloudy? She 
sawa€ | Hiccup, unconsciousa€ | and Stoick, stabbed anda€ | 

"Gobber!" she yelped. "Stoick and Hiccup!" 

Gobber tried to console her but she leaped up. She raced toward the 
throng, not noticing the people who were freeing Gruff. "Where's 
Hiccup!" she demanded. "Stoick! What's wrong?" 

She absently heard a reedy voice. "Hiccup's okay! Just unconscious." 
Valka kept scanning the ice, her vision now dotted with black too, 
but to her relief, located her son on the ice, the blonde girl he 



liked leaning over him and the heavy dragon-nerd with his fingers 
against Hiccup's necka€ | checking his pulse she guessed. 

She kept searching. She had one more lost soul to find. There was a 
large group of people, a pool of blood, and a large man laying on the 
grounda€ | 

"Stoick!" she shrieked. 

She single bounded to Stoick, slipping through the crowd to him like 
an eel. She collapsed next to her husband and cuddled his pale face. 
He gasped for air, grunted at the pain from the stabbing, and looked 
to her with teary eyes. Those teary, sky blue eyes. 

"Okay everyone, okay!" she heard Gobber cry. "Mount dragons, give 
them some space! Outta my way! Go mount dragons! We'll inform you of 
his condition later! Everyone move!" 

Valka felt the crowd retreat, soon leaving the male healer, Gobber, 
Stoick, and herself. 

She stroked his hair, moving it away from his sweat-beaded forehead. 
Her lip quivered as she held back tears. She had to be strong for him 
now, tell him it would all be fine. 

The healer worked around her, understanding her need to be there. "It 
doesn't look good," he said, "he moved too much, his ribs are 
brokena€ | " 

Valka bit her lip and kissed Stoick' s cheek. "Hey, look at me, you 
rock-smasher. You'll be okay. Everything's going to be okay. Hiccup's 
fine, we did our job, our son's okay." 

Stoick breathed. "Dragoa€|?" 

"Dead. " 

"Did he-hurt-youa€ | ? " he coughed. 

"No, no you don't worry about that," she softly whispered. "Just 
don't talk. Just breathe. We're getting you a stretcher and you'll 
ride on the smoothest flying dragon we've got, you're going to be 
f ine . " 

"ValkaaC | " Stoick coughed three times. "I-I never-wanted to-make you 
leavea€ i " 

" I know . " 

"I-it wasa€ | stupida€ | " 

"I was stupid too. We were both stupid. I don't blame you." She kept 
her voice soft. "I'll take the blame for what happened, Stoick, you 
just rest. You hear me? You just breathe. We'll worry about 
everything else." 

Stoick coughed again. "MaybeaC i this is what I deserve." 

Valka almost screamed, but kept her voice in check. "Don't talk like 
that. Don't you ever talk like that. The healer will get you fixed up 



and we'll go back to Berk, get organized, punish some outcasts and 
then everything will be alright, you'll see!" She couldn't fend off 
her crying anymore. Tears streamed down her face as she pleaded, "You 
can't die yet, Stoick the Vast. We need you too much! Hey, we-we need 
to try for that other baby, remember? Remember, the girl you wanted, 
that sweet little girl?" 

Gobber and the healer marveled at the new information from here on 
in, but both were smart enough to keep their mouths shut, both now 
and when facing the crowd of gossipers. 

Stoick smiled through his coughing. "I want her to look just like 
you, Valhalla," he said in one breath. 

Valka smiled back. She liked that nickname, the inspiration for her 
own name. Whenever Stoick called her that she felt his love embrace 
her like a warm blanket; she forgot what that felt like, but was 
ecstatic to feel that loved again. "We'll see if she looks like me. 
Let ' s-let ' s focus on names now, alright? What do we name her? After 
your mom?" 

Stoick coughed through his chuckle. "No. No her name's the worst. I-I 
don't care-abouta€ | names , but we tell her-she's not a 
replacement-she ' s our little girl and we love hera€ | " 

Valka nodded. "Okay. Okay, Stoick." She still cried. "We'll try for 
that baby, I promise. But you have got to hold on for me and that 
baby, and our own son okay? For Hiccup, for the son who needs you now 
more than anything, could you please hold on?" 

Stoick smiled. "No!" he coughed again. "No, I mean... I 'll know what 
we name her! We-we name her-name her after you. You-you are like 
Valhalla-beaut ifula€ | she ' 11 be beaut ifula€ ! her name is 
ValhallaaC i " 

She cried harder. "We-we could have another boy. A strong 
boya€ | " 

Stoick hacked. " I-I-don ' ta€ i Hiccup ' s the besta€ | sona€ | you're mya€ | " 

He coughed louder and deadlier. 

Valka shook her head as he began to vomit. "No!" she screamed. "No, 
Stoick! Don't go now! You can't leave me! No! No, please! Please 
don't go! Stoick!" She kissed his cheek again. "Don't you dare leave 
me! Don't you dare! I need you! Can't you see that! For everything 
lovely on earth, can't you see that!" 

She felt Gobber grab her shoulders. "ValkaaC | we bettera€ | " 

"I'm not leaving!" Valka vowed with a scream. She cuddled Stoick' s 
head. "Don't you leave me, you rock-smasher! You can't leave me yet!" 
She kissed him. "We need our Valhalla to come, and may I die if you 
die before then!" She wept. "Please, please I just got you back. 

Don't leave me now!" 


24 . Chapter 24 

_This is Hiccup's chapter, at least that's what I call it. THANK YOU 
for all the reviews! I can't tell you how much they build me up! 



Thank you! Okay, now I'm done. Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize! 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 24<p> 

He inhaled deeply, treasuring the feeling, like it was the first deep 
breath he had taken in a really long time. He felt like he had just 
awaken from a kind of deep sleep, unwilling to open his eyelids, but 
having the urgency to roll out of bed. He was too tired to move his 
limbs, grogginess like a rock on top of him. 

A frigid, moist thing was pressed onto his forehead, and for the 
first time he realized he was hot. The ice cold feeling almost forced 
his eyes open, but they were too heavy to do so. He only managed to 
open them halfway, but it was enough to seea€ i an angel? 

The man grinned slightly, seeing this yellow-haired heavenly being 
look into his eyes. Fragments from his memories reminded him of this 
angel. But this angel wasn't from Valhalla. The golden hair, sapphire 
eyes, and sweet smile all added up to one beautiful woman he 
knew . 

"Astrid?" he asked. 

There was silence for a while. The blurred face in front of him 
backed up in shock. Then it turned. "He's got a concussion. On the 
bright side, Astrid, he wants to see you!" 

Hiccup cringed. He remembered that as Ruffnut's voice. He searched 
life memories, wondering if there was ever a time he felt more stupid 
than now. Maybe it was his supposed concussion, but to his shame, he 
couldn't come up with anything. 

He blinked several times, trying to get rid of the fogginess blurring 
his sight. He wiped his eyes, which helped a little bit, but the fog 
still lingered in the corner of his eyes. He saw Ruffnut stand up 
from the wooden surface, a cot fixated onto a patch of ice, and 
leave. Hiccup could sense her sly smile and arching eyebrows even if 
he couldn't see them. When Astrid moved into his vision, he saw her 
smirk and she shoved Ruffnut away. "Privacy please," she demanded, 
sitting down next to Hiccup. 

Hiccup smiled as Ruffnut retreated. "Okay, just to be clear, you're 
Astrid right?" 

The woman smiled tenderly and leaned down next to him so her lips 
brushed against his. 

Hiccup returned the kiss. She slowly let him go and he remarked, "You 
had better be Astrid after that." 

She giggled and laid her head against his chest. "Yeah, Hiccup 
Horrendous Haddock, its' me." She fiddled with his hair, mainly the 
braid she had done. "I'd punch you, and believe me I want to, but 
you're too beat up. I can't." 

Hiccup breathed out a laugh. "Should I be happy about that?" 


She contentedly rubbed his injured shoulder, happy beyond words that 



he was laughing; a sure sign that all was right with him. But 
unfortunately, this happy moment couldn't last forever. He had 
obviously forgotten the traumatic news, either from shock or the 
concussion . 

She had to tell him. She had to tell him that his father was in 
critical care and that he was just a few yards away, his mother 
kneeling over him in a worried frenzy. She tensed. 

Hiccup felt that tension. He laid his bandaged hand upon her back and 
rubbed it gently. "I-I'm okay. You don't have to worry. Is-is 
everything alright?" 

Astrid nodded, hating her lie. "Hold on a minute." She kissed his 
cheek and sat up. "I'll be right back. Just hold on." 

Hiccup nodded. "I won't go anywhere. I promise." 

She faked a smile and waltzed away, looking for her friend, the 
healer apprentice. She found Ruff bandaging another soldier and, once 
the splint was in place, pulled her away from the crowd. Once she was 
satisfied with their secluded distance, Astrid whispered, "Okay, 

Ruff, I need to know how he takes bad news." 

Ruffnut pinched her eyebrows. "Since you're his unofficial 
girlfriend, wouldn't you know how well he takes bad news?" 

"I-I mean in his current statea€|with the 

concussiona€ | cut sa€ | burnsa€ | look, he's happy Ruff! If he knew his dad 
was dying he'd be frantically stuttering and waving his arms around 
and hyperventilating anda€ | " 

"And you need to calm down, girl," Ruffnut commanded. "I don't know 
what to do. Just tell him, and maybe he'll react okay and everything 
will turn out fine." 

"Maybe?" Astrid scoffed. "That's all you can give me?" 

"You asked the question, " Ruffnut snapped. "Now, I have to get back 
to work. I don't know what to do about your boyfriend, but..." her 
expression softened. "Well, you might have to tell him that he might 
be chief in a few days." 

Ruffnut returned to her former patient. Astrid sighed, her hand 
covering her mouth, trying to let the news sink in as gently as it 
possibly could. Hiccup, be chief? They all knew one day that it would 
happen, but she didn't think anyone took it seriously, like it would 
ever happen, almost as if Stoick would never die. Ita€ i wasn't a real 
possibility. But out of any villager who hated that outcome, Astrid 
knew who would hate it the most, and she had to tell him. Now. 

She walked slowly back to his cot and glanced at him when she was a 
few paces away. He still laid on the wooden stretcher, inspecting the 
world around him. She watched as he propped himself up on his arm. 
Hiccup found her immediately, smiled at her, and rotated his head 
around, scoping the icy environment. But he froze at one sight. When 
his expression twisted in agony, Astrid cringed, knowing it was too 
late . 



><p>"Dad?" Hiccup mouthed. Then louder. "Dad?" He crawled forward. 
"Dad ! "<p> 


"Hiccup!" Astrid cried. She slid to him and held him down. "You're 
too injured to strain yourself. No! Stay down. He'll be fine, he'll 
be fine. Hiccup!" 

Hiccup wanted to obey her, wanted to look anywhere but that horrific 
sight, but he just couldn't do it. He had to keep looking at his 
father, with his blood stained clothes, bleeding shoulder and that 
pale ... lifeless face. 

He couldn't rip away his eyes! "Dad? Dad! Dad!" He fought harder 
against Astrid, hating the fact that he couldn't even budge away. He 
wished he was stronger than her, even for just this time. "Dad!" 

His mother raced over, her cheeks glowing with dried tears. She 
wrapped her arms around him, joining Astrid in the restraint. 
"Hiccupa€ | Hiccup, stop! Stop please!" 

Hiccup shook his head in desperation. His hand shielded his mouth, 
forbidding a cry to escape. His eyes were burning with tears. They 
wouldn't even let him see him! Why couldn't he see his own 
father? 

Finally, his emotion drained, he fell to his cot, surrendering. Mom 
rested his head on her lap and she stroked his hair. Astrid squeezed 
his hands, having every longing to pick him up and hug him tight. But 
she couldn't, not now. 

Valka whispered, "Shhh, Shhh, it's okay," knowing he was on the break 
of weeping; she was too. "He'll be okay. Hiccup. I promise." 

Hiccup, zoned out, whimpered, "How can you promise something like 
that? How can you promise this will turn out alright when I can't 
even see him! I have to see him!" 

Astrid squeezed his hand. "You will. We promise. But we have to wait 
until the healers are done with him. They-they need to concentrate." 
She kissed his cheek and winced when Hiccup tore himself away from 
her . 

Hiccup looked to the sky and images danced in front of him. They were 
familiar, recent images. A man, a man named Drago he thought, 
stabbing his father anda€ | holding a club above his own head... "Mom? 
Mom I don't remember anything. What happened? Is-is Drago 
dead? " 

"Yes." Valka stroked his hair. "Your father helped me kill 
him." 

Hiccup closed his eyes as he rested against his mother's lap. Astrid 
sensed that this moment was to be between mother and son alone, and 
though Valka persisted against it, Astrid left to help other soldiers 
with their injuries. 

He didn't know why, but Hiccup was partially relieved that she was 
gone. But thoughts soon refocused on his father. He shook his head. 

"I can't lose him. Mom." Finally, he let a tear slide down his 



cheek . 


Valka hugged him harder, momentarily forgetting his sores. "I know. I 
know. I can't either." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The healers were still working on Stoick an hour later. Hiccup 
overheard the hushed murmurs and worried gasps. His father had broken 
ribs, he was bleeding heavily from the shoulder, and he needed 
stitches. Hiccup didn't know if he got them yet . <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The sun was setting and most of the injured were sleeping. It had 
been a very long day for everyone. The battle had drained them all of 
any energy. At least fifty of their men were dead. Hiccup didn't know 
how many they lost in the second leg of the battle, but he didn't 
want to know.<p> 

He didn't know where any of his friends were either. Snotlout, 
Fishlegs, Tuffnuta€|he had seen Ruffnut and Astrid, but not since he 
first woke up. Hea€ | he assumed they were all okay. Ruffnut didn't 
seem too sad to suggest Tuffnut died and Astrid, aside from her 
sadness in telling Hiccup about Stoick, didn't seem too distressed. 
No, he thought all of his friends were alright. 

He looked to his right and saw his father. He ignored the tranquil 
scene of pink light dancing through the clouds and just saw the 
mangled man. Healers had quit fussing over him, taking a break 
probably, and Hiccup was happy that he could see the father he 
desperately needed to see. 

His father was pale, like he remembered from an hour ago. There was 
still caked blood sticking to his clothes and the string of stitches 
sticking up from his shoulders. A wooden splint stabilized his broken 
chest. To Hiccup, it looked like Stoick was halfway into a coffin. 

_No ! _he ordered himself. _Don't think about that!_ 

Tears came once again, rolling down Hiccup's cheek. He wanted to 
crawl over there, land on his father, and cry his eyes out. He prayed 
with all his heart to have his father remain safe. He wanted to see 
his father's eyes open again, to see them filled with the pride and 
joy he so often had now. This sadness reminded him of something that 
happened, seventeen years ago now. It made him laugh and cry, but he 
let it come anyway. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Hiccup stomped past Uncle Gobber. He wasn't allowed to touch 
any of the sharp things, and that made him mad. Snotlout 's dad let 
him touch the sharp stuff! Why didn't his daddy let him touch the 
sharp stuff? He couldn't stand up to Snotlout like Mommy told him to 
do if Daddy didn't let him touch the sharp things ! <em> 

_He paced back and forth across Uncle Gobber 's workshop, shaking his 
spiky, auburn hair. His fists were clenched and he practiced walking 
around like Daddy. But that got boring. _ 

_He wanted to ask Uncle Gobber a question. He couldn't ask the one 



about touching the pointy weapons; he got in trouble for asking that 
five times already. So instead, he asked, "When's Daddy coming 
back? 

_Uncle Gobber knelt down to him and ruffled his hair. "Don't worry. 
He'll be home soon."_ 

"_Today ? "_ 

_Uncle Gobber chuckled. "I don't know, squirt. 

_Hiccup frowned. "I'm not a squirt. 

_Uncle Gobber smiled sweetly and tickled Hiccup's ribs. "I'm sorry." 
He was amused even more when Hiccup started to giggle. _ 

"_What ' s going on in here?" a familiar voice asked. _ 

"_Mommy ! " Hiccup squealed with delight and leaped into her arms. 
"Mommy! You're back from the healer !"_ 

_Mommy spun her little boy around, kissing his face. She cuddled him 
and tickled his stomach. "You didn't think I'd leave you with Uncle 
Gobber all day do you?" She tickled harder, and her son laughed more. 


_Uncle Gobber walked up to her and asked, "Any luck?"_ 

_Mommy saddened quickly and shook her head._ 

_Hiccup knew why. Mommy and Daddy wanted another baby. He wanted 
another baby too, a little brother actually, but Mommy and Daddy 
weren't making babies even though they tried. He didn't know why. 

When he asked Daddy about it, he said that he'd learn about it when 
he was older. Of course Daddy said that. Everything would wait until 
he was older. It was the bad part about being three. _ 

_The gong rang. Hiccup knew what that was! He started jumping in his 
mommy's arms. He squealed, "Daddy's home! Daddy's home! Mommy, 

Daddy's home ! 

_Valka laughed and set her boy down. "Now, now Hiccup 
remembera€ | 

_Hiccup raced forward. Yeah, he knew that Daddy was probably dead; 
Mommy and Old Wrinkly, Grandpa, had already prepared him for that. 

But Daddy was big and strong and a warrior! He'd be okay. Hiccup knew 
he'd be okay ! 

><em> 

_He raced through the Plaza, saying hello to no one, ignored 
Snotlout's jeers, and even passed his friend Fishlegs, a two year old 
who idolized him. Hiccup just kept running. He wanted to see his 
Daddy ._ 

_He finally came to the docks, stopping on the second level; only a 
wooden slope was left between him and those ships. He stood up high, 
high on his tiptoes and looked through the ships. Some of them were 
burned. One had its side completely blown off. Snotlout would think 
that was cool. But he didn't. He wanted to find his 



daddy 

_Finally, he saw the chief, his red hair singed and unkept, probably 
from fighting dragons. His daddy saw him too and smiled. "Hiccup!" he 
boomed ._ 

_Hiccup shook his hands excitedly and jumped up and down. "Daddy! 
Daddy, Daddy, Daddy, Daddy !"_ 

_He ran down the docks, tuning out the grown ups' orders to slow 
down. He wanted to see Daddy! _ 

_Stoick saw his son's speed and panicked. "Hiccup! Hiccup, slow 
down ! "_ 

_Hiccup didn't stop. "Daddy! Daddy!" _ 

_Suddenly, Hiccup didn't feel the dock underneath him. He fell into 
the sea. _ 

_He was cold. He remembered how Daddy taught him to swim and he 
flailed his arms around and didn't dare breathe. But he saw 
something, a shell, at the bottom of the ocean, not far from him. He 
grabbed it, then big, strong hands grabbed him and pulled him 
up ._ 

_Hiccup met air, and coughed out water. People were cheering, though 
he had no idea why. Daddy placed him up on the dock. He treaded 
water, allowing him and his son to be eye-level. Daddy had a weird 
look in his eyes. He was angry and, wella€ | worried . Parents always 
had that look in their eyes. _ 

_Daddy demanded, "What were you doing? What were you thinking? Did 
you know that you could've died?"_ 

_Hiccup honestly didn't see the problem. He clenched the shell tight. 
"You almost die all the time."_ 

_Daddy huffed. He snatched his son's shoulders tighter. "Well, 
alright, but why didn't you slow down when we told you to?"_ 

_Hiccup gaped. Didn't Daddy know? He put the shell in his pocket and 
admitted, "I justa€ | I missed you anda€ | we haven't played "Viking" in 
a while anda€ i I wanted to see you. I'm sorry. 

_He didn't know why, but Daddy started laughing. He hugged him, 
before Mommy came, picked him up, kissed him hard, and he had to live 
through explaining his actions all over again. Thankfully she was 
appeased by the shell he found and now gave to her. But even as he 
and Mommy walked home, he turned back to Daddy, who was yelling at 
people to get unpacked. He still really wanted to hug his Daddy. He 
wanted to be with him._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>And now, especially now, that feeling never died. Hiccup wanted 
to clench his father's hand and never let go. He started crying 
again. That blasted crying! He had cried so much in the past few 
days. And now he had to deal with this! He couldn't do it 
anymore ! <p> 



He cried heavily. He noticed Toothless purring next to him and 
nudging his head. He patted Toothless' head and rubbed it, a small 
thank you. He started crying more. 

He had to do it. He had to. He couldn't wait. He didn't care what any 
healer, professional, Ruffnut, or Mom or Astrid said. He crawled over 
to his father. The burns didn't bother him, they really didn't. 
Toothless kind of nudged him along, wanting to help him, and it did. 
Hiccup got there much quicker than if he would all alone. 

He finally reached his dad. He clenched his lips shut, shielding the 
sob that was bound to escape, and squeezed his father's hand. 

"Dad, do you remember the time I slid into the ocean? You-you dragged 
me out anda€ | " sobs came. "You a€ i and youa€ i I missed you Dad! Don't 
leave me yet. Come back Dad. Please. Please." 

He rested his head against the ice, looking up to his dad. "Please 
Dad. Please." He needed that type of love again, but he needed the 
tough love too. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"<em>Daddy ! Mommy! Mommy! Daddy!" Hiccup screamed. He raced down 
the stairs. "Mommy!" <em> 

_Mommy raced out of their bedroom, wrapping a bathrobe around her. 

She held out her arms to her five year-old. "What's wrong 
honey ? 

_Hiccup leaped into his mother's arms. "A dragon was going to eat me! 
A dragon was going to eat me ! 

_Mommy cringed. Hiccup felt it. It was all her fault! Let her feel 
bad! She gave him that stuffed dragon toy! That was why he couldn't 
sleep !_ 

_Daddy lumbered out of their bedroom. "Hiccup!" he yelled. "This is 
the seventh night in a row! For the last time, there are no dragons 
underneath your bed!"_ 

_Mommy clenched him against her chest. Tight. She urged, "Stoick. 

He's having nightmares. Look, you go to sleep. I'll take care of 
this . 

_Hiccup saw Daddy shake his head. "No! Absolutely not! You go to bed. 
I will handle this tonight. 

"_No ! " Hiccup urged. "No! I want Mommy ! "_ 

_Daddy grabbed Hiccup's hand and tore him away from Mommy. "Son, come 
on!" _ 

"_Daddy!" Hiccup whined. "Daddy! I want Mommy ! 

"_Hiccup! Come now! Upstairs!" _ 

"_Stoicka€ | 



"_Valka! Stop. Let me handle this."_ 

_Hiccup was dragged by Daddy upstairs. He looked back to Mommy. 
"Mommy?" _ 

_She shook her head and regrettably ordered, "Listen to your 
father . 

_Hiccup shook his head. He helplessly dragged his feet against the 
floor as Daddy tore him through his bedroom door. _ 

"_No ! " Hiccup screamed. "No, there's dragons in there ! "_ 

_Stoick snatched Hiccup's shoulders and looked into his eyes. 
"Hiccup. You are going to sleep in this room tonight and know that 
there are no dragons in here . 

"_But there are ! There are dragons ! 

"_Hiccup, " Stoick shouted. "No dragons! Do you hear me? No 
dragons ! 

_Hiccup frowned, shook his head, and started crying. "I want 
Mommy . 

_Stoick rolled his eyes. "No dragons. Look under your bed for 


_Hiccup shook his head. _ 

_Stoick nodded. "Hiccup, look under the bed or I'll leave right now 
and the dragons will get you . 

_Hiccup gasped in fear and looked under his bed. He expected 
something gigantic, with huge teeth, seething eyes, and a wicked 
smile. Despite what his imagination conjured up, there was nothing 
under the bed. He shook and looked up to Daddy. "Nothing. But there 
could be ! 

_Stoick rolled his eyes. "No! Now look in your dresser. 

_Hiccup cringed and opened each and every drawer. He threw out all 
his clothes. He backed up every time a drawer opened, expecting the 
Monstrous Nadder or Deadly Nightmare to fly out, but they didn't. He 
turned to his father again and shook his head. "No dragons. But there 
could be ! 

_Stoick rolled his eyes again. "No Hiccup! There are no dragons in 
this room! You just looked! Were there any dragons?"_ 

_Hiccup shook his head, but didn't Daddy get that he was scared? 
"Dragons could still be in my room. Daddy! Fishlegs says that dragons 
could be invisible !"_ 

_Stoick breathed deeply. "There are _no _invisible dragons. Now, you 
looked all around your room. Are there any?"_ 

_Hiccup pursed his lips impatiently. "No . 

"_Good. Now trust your Viking instincts and know that there are no 



dragons here! You hear me?"_ 

_Hiccup nodded. Daddy was mad. It would be better if he just went to 
bed . _ 

"_Good, " Stoick said. "Now, I'm going downstairs and I'm going to 
bed. You stay up here and go to bed. You're going to clean up your 
clothes in the morning. Now, if you come downstairs again, you won't 
go outside for another two weeks and Fishlegs can't come over. You 
hear me?"_ 

_Hiccup nodded. "Yes Daddy. 

_His daddy nodded contentedly and went to bed. "Good night, " he 
murmured on the way down. _ 

_Hiccup crawled into bed, missing Mommy, who tucked him in every 
night. She gave him kisses and hugged him. He liked Mommy better than 
Daddy. But five years later, when recalling events, he had to admit 
that he slept better that night than he had in the past week._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Hiccup smiled at the memory. He squeezed his father's hand once 
more. "Thanks Dad." Then, Hiccup closed his eyes, trying to stay 
awake, but couldn't. He muttered, "Please be okay. Dad, be okay." 
Then, he fell asleep. <p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Valka strolled among the soldiers, some perfectly healthy and 
sleeping. Others were injured and recovering, rather 
impatiently . <p> 

It broke her heart. These people came to help her defeat Drago, 
people died to help her defeat Drago, so indirectly, these people 
were injured, died, helping her. She didn't think her village would 
pull together for something like that. Maybe it was Stoick 's harsh 
reprimand. Maybe it was Hiccup's amazing new leadership. Or maybe she 
just never saw her village the way they were, the way Hiccup learned 
to see them. Could she be so unfeeling? So callous, so selfish, 
soa€ | she couldn't think anymore. 

Her tiredness was always her enemy. Right now, she just wanted to 
curl up on the ice and sleep, but Gruff was probably more 
comfortable; anytime she slept on a dragon was more comfortable than 
on ice. She searched for him, using the glowing torchlight held by 
guards to find her way. They'd be returning to Berk tomorrow, but 
Spitelout, acting chief, didn't want to take any chances of surviving 
enemies who ' d hold a grudge. 

Valka eventually came to the edge of the camp, her dragon still 
missing. But when she looked for her dragon, she saw a possibly more 
welcoming sight. 

Her husband and son lay beside each other. Stoick breathed evenly, 
thankfully stable, but she still couldn't help but worry. Hiccup was 
asleep, holding his father's hand. 


The sight tore her heart to pieces. Toothless gurgled at her happily 



obviously trying to cheer her up. 


Valka forced a giggle. "Did you put them together like that?" she 
asked. "Father and son?" It was how it was supposed to be, she 
realized. Stoick had stayed there with their son, through a lost foot 
and who knows how many other trials, while she justa€|why didn't she 
go back, even for Hiccup? After Katla died, why didn't she go get her 
son or just go back? Why? Couldn't she have buried that memory long 
ago and come back to Hiccup after Katla died! She was so selfish! Why 
couldn't shea€ | what kind of mother was she? 

And to let Stoick think she died! To let him think that it was his 
fault she was too selfish to return, when in fact it was hers! What 
kind of wife was she to keep the secret of their baby for thirteen 
years, to not share in the joy or the mourning! Now he was 
dyingaC | 

Overwhelmed, she raced away from the firelight, wanting to be 
enveloped by darkness. She found a small glacier, no firelight to be 
seen, and knelt beside it. Once shielded tears now flowed 
freely . 

She mourned her son, her husband, Katla, Hiccup, StoickaC i she didn't 
know who. But she wanted this to end. She wanted Stoick to get 
better, to be a father again, both to Hiccup and their new baby. But 
would they have a new baby if they were getting older and there was 
no guarantee of conception? Would there be a happy family again? 

All Valka could think about now was the bleeding husband she knelt 
over all evening, and the boy she cuddled when he saw his dying 
father. There was little she could do, that anyone could do. She 
didn't want to even consider this, wanted to slap herself for even 
letting it slip, but she didn't think that they could be a whole 
family again. 

And it killed her. 


25. Chapter 25 
Chapter 25 

Hiccup was shaken awake. His eyes burst open even though he didn't 
want them to. He moaned and turned his head to the ice. Somehow, that 
ice pillow didn't surprise him. He felt his father's hand next to his 
and remembered last night's trauma, and every moment before. He felt 
the panic rise in him again. He repeated to himself that it would all 
be okay, but feeling the motionless hand next to his didn't encourage 
him . 

"Hiccup, come on," a nasal voice gently ordered. "We're moving back 
to Berk . " 

Hiccup forced his eyes to open. He saw the dawn spread its fingers 
across the sky. He twisted his head upward and saw Fishlegs. 

The blonde shook his head. "You shouldn't have moved." 

Hiccup groggily whined and closed his eyes again. "It's just bruises. 
How could it be fatal?" 



Fishlegs huffed. "I see your point but you still shouldn't have done 
it." Fishlegs stood up. "You still have to ride Toothless gently and 
watch that those burns don't rip open. Doctor's orders." 

Hiccup nodded absentmindedly as he sensed Fishlegs leave. "Sure 
doctor." Hiccup again looked to his father. He hadn't changed from 
last night, like his body was frozen in time. 

His eyes didn't leave their focused position, even as his mother 
dragged him away and mounted him on Toothless, even as six men lifted 
the stretcher and placed him on the Dragon King with his monstrous 
back and steadily, soft beating wings, Thornado close beside him. 
Hiccup robotically hooked on his foot and gripped the hand straps. 
Even as everyone took off and flew home, he didn't think about 
skydiving or flips or banks or any other tricks, even with the fluffy 
clouds and salty sea air. The whole ride home, his gaze didn't leave 
his father's body. 

Astrid, and pretty much the entire army, sensed Hiccup's desperation. 
She wanted to hold Hiccup's hand, but Stormfly was too big to fly 
that close to Toothless. Her only other option was to leap off of her 
own dragon and land onto his. No, even that was unacceptable. She 
wanted to hug him so badly, but it still wasn't time yet. 

No one noticed Valka, and she didn't care. Throughout the whole 
flight, she didn't look at either her husband or her son. She still 
couldn't find the courage to. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They had landed a half hour ago. The return was a mix of joyful 
reunions and weeping mourns. The bitter-sweet hugs and tears shared 
among the villagers somehow ushered them into the Great Hall, where a 
spontaneous memoir of the dead soldiers was delivered by Gobber and 
Spitelout. The whole hall filled with tears and wails of grieving 
mothers, fathers, brothers and sisters. But no matter the grief of 
losses, people's hearts somehow eventually turned to their chief, who 
lay in the healer's house, recovering. Some talked amongst themselves 
in worried, hushed whispers. <p> 

What condition was the chief in? Where was the chief's wife? Wasn't 
she to be at his bedside pleading for a miracle instead of wherever 
she was? Would the chief die? Where was the chief's son? 

At the mention of the heir, they now saw him in his father's position 
of heroic virtues and selfless leadership, taking over his father's 
many responsibilities. A few self-appointed men marched to the back 
of the hall, where a tapestry of their chief was stitched. The brave, 
courageous, fearless man in that picture wasn't the man they now 
imagined, grasping relentlessly for life in their healer's house. 

With a sad nod, they reached up to take down the tapestry, but were 
stopped by an angry Gobber. 

The one-armed, one-legged friend smacked them all with his mallet, 
light enough to spare injury but hard enough to make a point. "He 
hasn't croaked yet," he growled. 


Even they could see that Gobber didn't believe even himself. 



><p>Hiccup rested his head against the wooden beam supporting the 
healer's stable. Those passing him compared him to a blind beggar, 
for that's what he resembled; his back hunched against the wall, his 
feet sprawled out, and his face looking, unblinking, to the sky. They 
wanted to help him, but they didn't know how. To those old enough to 
remember, he looked exactly like Stoick when his father died; they 
hadn't known how to handle that either, but handle their own grief 
and let the to-be-chief do the same.<p> 

Hiccup's faithful dragon rested against his lap, perking up Hiccup's 
chin every few minutes. But the boy never moved. Hiccup looked like 
he didn't want to be comforted. He just stared to the gray sky, 
praying that the sun would shine through. __Please, please, please let 
the sun shine! Please !_ 

Soon, the girl, the blonde, beautiful angel, Astrid, sat down beside 
him and grabbed his hand. 

Astrid tilted his head towards her. She pecked his cheek and 
demanded, "Snap out of this." 

He stared at her for a moment and then he rested his head against her 
shoulder. She didn't protest. 

Hiccup huffed. "I don't know what to do. I know I should get up and 
keepa€ | walking, I guess but I can't. I can'ta€| " He squeezed her hand 
and brought it to his chest. He felt Astrid hug him tighter. He 
continued, "Ia€|my Dad might die! Ia€| don't know what to think!" 

She rubbed his back, enjoying the sound of silence. Hiccup wasn't 
crying, which plagued and comforted her. As he kept resting his head 
against her shoulder, she wondered what to say. Nothing seemed right, 
every comforting thought too shallow. Finally, she broke the 
silence . 

"Why don't you go find your mom?" 

Hiccup shot up. "My mother?" 

Astrid nodded. "I was just thinking, I don't think I saw her land 
with us. She's not in there with your dad. Do you know where she 
is?" 

Hiccup ripped apart his memory, wondering if he saw her. She wasn't 
anywhere in there. Nowhere. What if shea€ | left them again? What if 
she fled the sadness they were supposed to face together, what ifa€ i ? 
Hiccup tried to shove these betraying questions from his head, but 
couldn't find the strength, like it was fuel for him. It was. It was 
the only adrenaline he had left to go to his mother. 

Hiccup panted. "Astrid, Ia€|Ia€!" 

"Have to find her, " Astrid finished. She kissed him lightly on the 
lips. "Go after her." 

Toothless heard the cue for a flight and bounded upward. He flexed 
his joints, ready to go. 



But Hiccup stayed where he was for a minute. He saw this angel, the 
loving one who encouraged him and always put him before herself. 
Always. The urgency to be with his mother still hammered down on him, 
but first he had to admire this angel from Valhalla, who was 
understanding enough to let his mother be the woman in his life too. 
He grasped her beautiful face and admitted, "I love you so much." He 
pulled her into a passionate kiss, the first one he personally ever 
gave her. Astrid gasped, but relished the feeling. 

They both pulled away and Astrid smiled. "I love you too. Now, go 
find your mom." 

He nodded. "Did I say how much I love you?" 

"You can tell me later." 

Hiccup nodded and kissed her once more. "Thank you." 

With that, he mounted Toothless, ignoring the pains in his joints. 
Toothless shot up and Hiccup wordlessly guided him through the 
forest. He already knew where she was. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She was right where he expected her to be, that place she 
retreated to when she and Dad first fought. Her feet dangled over the 
cliff and her gaze pierced the ocean horizon. Her dragon napped a few 
yards away from her. Toothless lumbered over to join him after 
licking Hiccup's chin encouragingly. Hiccup smiled. His best friend 
always knew what to do . <p> 

But then he turned to his mother and panicked. She wasn't going to 
jump, no she wasn't in that stance, but she still didn't 
move . 


"Mom?" he croaked. She didn't turn her head, but a flinch told him 
she heard him. "Mom?" 

Then, like she couldn't place his familiar voice, she turned her 
head. She smiled and arose. In one move, she outstretched her arms 
and embraced him. He hugged her back. 

He rubbed her back, ignoring the scabs and stammered, "It'll be okay. 
Mom. It'll be okay. We'll get him back! It'll be fine!" 

She hugged him tighter, and they eventually knelt down. 

Valka rubbed his back. She had to say these words, but they were so 
hard to say. Her voice cracked, "Hiccupa€ | I ' ma€ | I ' m sorry. I left you 
when you needed me and I couldn't come backa€ | didn ' t want to come 
backa€ | and now he's dying and I love you so much anda€|oh, I don't 
know what I'm saying!" She hugged him harder. "Justa€|just know I'm 
sorry . " 

Hiccup hugged her tighter, treasuring this moment that, with as much 
sadness it held, he didn't want to let go. "I did forgive you Mom. 
Remember? When you took me to your cave? You were ready to apologize 
and I stopped you? I haven't taken that back Mom. I still felt 
forgiveness when you left and got captured." He didn't think it was 
possible, but he hugged her tighter. "I love you too." 



Tears came for both of them and they wiped each other's away. Valka 
held her son close as they listened to the sea rage on below them. It 
was a beautiful sound, calming and serene, but it also thundered, 
like it couldn't make up its mind whether to broadcast a raging storm 
or a beautiful sunset. Mother and son listened anyway. 

Valka sighed after taking a long, luxurious breath. She stroked 
Hiccup's hair and asked, "How are you? Truthfully, I mean. Are you 
okay ? " 

Hiccup nodded blindly. Explanation after explanation poured through 
his head, but only one came out. "All my life people told me that I 
couldn't be chief. Then I trained Toothless and well, the possibility 
came up. Dad coached me more and I learned a lot and I grew up and he 
taught mea€ | a lot. And if you ask him he'll tell you I taught him a 
lot. Buta€|Mom I can't do it . I can't be chief after this. I don't 
want it. I knew I ' d be chief buta€ | I didn't think it would resort to 
this ! " 


"Hiccup," she sternly, gently consoled. "There's no sense in mourning 
him while he's alive. You can't say goodbye until it's time." 

Hiccup nodded. "I know, I knowa€|but, I don't want to lose him. And 
not just because he's the chief. Yeah, everyone here will be mourning 
the chief, but _I'll _be mourning my dad! They didn't know him, 
theya€ | " 

He stopped for breath and his mother kissed his cheek. "I know honey, 
I know . " 

They sat there in silence for a while, as if everything needed to be 
said was said, but they still felt there was so much more to talk 
about. Yet, as they sat there. Hiccup's wish came true. The sun 
escaped the cloud barrier and glistened among Berk like a blessing 
from Valhalla. Hiccup smiled at its warmth, still felt the chill of 
snow falling in the distance, and remained in his mother's 
embrace . 

"Valka! Hiccup!" a voice shrieked. "Valka! Hiccup!" 

The duo looked to the cloudy sky and saw a Boneknapper soaring to 
them. Its rider leapt off of him and raced in their direction. 
"Disgraceful! Disgraceful how you two make me scour the entire island 
looking for you! None of you bothered to leave a note, 
eh?" 

"Gobber!" Valka urged. "What's wrong?" 

"What's wrong?" Gobber gaped. "Nothing's wrong! Stoick's 
awake ! " 

Instantly, a flash of relief drowned the Haddocks. He was alive? He 
was breathing, he was alright? Their worrying had been for 
nothing? ! 

Valka gasped, "He's alive? Gobber, Gobber, you're not lying to me? 
He's alive!" Gobber nodded and she laughed. She tackled him in a 
strangling hug, crying her eyes out. "He's alive?" she whispered, as 
if testing an illusion. "He's alright?" 



Gobber warmly smiled and hugged her back. "Yes, but he's tired. So go 
and see him before he falls asleep." 

Valka let a sob escape, like her relief was a joy too incredible to 
handle . 

Hiccup remained standing there, soaking all of it in. It was almost 
unbelievable, almost too unreal that his father should be alive. He 
wasn't complaining at all, no! Buta€|he wondered where his joy was. 
His mother was bouncing up and down in relief but he just stood 
there, somehow sad that his reason for grief was gone, but he 
couldn't imagine why! Shock? Disbelief? 

Gobber noticed his nephew. "Hiccup!" he laughed. "What's wrong?" His 
mother also looked back to him, surprised that she'd forgotten him in 
her own joy. "Hiccup?" she mouthed. 

Hiccup could only answer their concern in a few words, his heart 
sorting through all the emotions he thought a normal person felt 
right now. "I'm fine justa€ | " He didn't know why there was silence 
after that . 

"What?" Valka demanded as she walked toward him, fearing his unmoving 
body. "Honey?" 

Hiccup spoke again as she grasped his shoulders. "Let me see him." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The flight there was hardly noteworthy for Hiccup. For him, the 
most incredible moments were when Toothless landed directly in front 
of the healer's house. He didn't notice the absence of the usual, 
comfort-giving crowd until a few hours later, to which Spitelout 
answered, "You needed space. No need to say more. "<p> 

He stopped before the healer's door, and stopped. It suddenly looked 
a whole lot bigger than reality claimed it to be, a whole lot 
thicker, stronger, impenetrable, even if it was hastily fasted boards 
of plywood and a knob. He didn't want to go in. He didn't want to see 
his father. He couldn't place why. 

He felt a soft hand slide on top of his shoulder. He knew it was his 
mother, even if it felt like Astrid's hand. His mother rubbed his 
shoulders and whispered, "Just go in." 

"Are you coming?" 

"Of course," she half-laughed. "Don't I always?" She noticed the 
irony of her statement and buried regrets of leaving him 
behind . 

Hiccup didn't notice or didn't take heed. He breathed in deeply, 
summoned his courage, and knocked on the door. 

"Come in," was the muffled response. "But only if you're the chief's 
family! No visitors right now!" 


Hiccup opened the door slowly. "It's-it's me. It's me and Mom." 



The old woman smiled, Gothi standing by her side. Gothi was about to 
draw in the sand, but the healer spoke first, outstretching her hands 
and holding Valka. "Come in, come in. He's waiting." 

Hiccup stepped forward and instantly found his father. He was still 
in the half-coff ina€ | splint s ! Hiccup cringed. He _had _to start 
thinking of those as splints. 

His father turned his head to Hiccup, and time seemed to tiptoe by. 
Hiccup gasped, ready for anything, like this man wasn't his father at 
all, that he'd been cruelly tricked and that this was all a false 
hope. He shielded his heart to that, unwilling to lose another 
parent, another hope. 

He saw his father look at him, and slowly, the chief smiled. 

Groggily, the familiar voice commanded, "Get over here 
Hiccup . " 

Hiccup smiled, his heart bursting. Suddenly, this didn't feel like a 
dream, this didn't feel like a charade just to keep his hopes up. In 
one bound, he slid beside his father and grasped his hand. Then, he 
draped his arm over him and lay against his shoulder, but just barely 
to avoid worsening the wound. "I love you Dad." 

Stoick gently laughed. "I love you too, son." He wanted to move his 
free arm across Hiccup, to return the embrace, but a stern warning 
from the healer earlier frightened him from it. 

Hiccup wanted to hug his father tighter, but knew he couldn't. He 
stood on his knees and breathed, "How are you feeling?" 

Stoick nodded. "Good, considering all that happened. Are you 
alright ? " 

Hiccup nodded. "Yeah. It's an occupational hazard anyway, 
right ? " 

Stoick nodded. "Son, son, look at me." 

Hiccup had glanced at the floor momentarily, and his father hated his 
distractedness, looking like he was too sad to look up. At his 
father's order, he glanced upward. "What?" 

Stoick breathed hard before speaking. "I-I am _so _proud of you! 
Spitelout told me everything. How you rallied them together by 
yourself. He basically repeated the speech back to me. You were 
everything I wanted you to be, and more! I couldn't be prouder 
son ! " 

Hiccup melted when he heard those words. He was sick of the tears 
constantly coming, but this time, he didn't mind. "Thanks Dad." He 
hugged him once more. He again whispered, "I love you." 

"I love you too," Stoick chuckled. Then, he noticed the thin figure 
shaking behind her son. He knew she was there, but was somehow silent 
during the father/son reunion. He motioned for Hiccup to move aside 
and his son fully understood why, so he backed up against the wall 
and made room for his mother. 

They both eyed her, her delicate, sweating frame. She shook 



slightly . 


"Valka?" Stoick asked. He outstretched his right arm, ignoring the 
healer's worried expression. "Valka, are you oka€ i " 

She didn't let him finish. She cried with delight. "Stoick!" She 
raced forward and hugged him in the same way as Hiccup. She was 
crying. After a moment's embrace, she grasped her husband's face and 
kissed him fully. 

Hiccup wasa€ | great ly disturbed by this. After alla€|it was a 
kissa€|on the lips. He cringed but knew better than to disrupt the 
kiss of his parents. Kissa€|that word alone when used in subject with 
parents wasa€ | unnerving . 

Gothi whacked the healer with her rod and slowly retreated. The 
healer chuckled softly and muttered, "We'll leave you two alone." 
Hiccup watched as she closed the door behind her. 

He turned back to his parent sa€ | and they were still kissing. He 
groaned, "Okay, I love you dad, happy you're back, can I go?" 

His parents laughed. Stoick broke the hold and turned his head. "You 
can stay if you want." 

Hiccup bolted upward. "No! No, no! Oh no!" he waved his hands around 
as he backed out of the house. "I will leave, uh, you twoa€ i to have 
fun anda€|well, yeah do thingsa€ | oh why can't I shut up!" He fled the 
house and slammed the door behind him. He heard his parents burst in 
uproarious laughter inside the house. 

And he didn't mind. He even smiled back. It looked like he'd get his 
whole family after all. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The Academy was bustling with dragon healers under Fishlegs' 
direction, racing between different dragons with various 
injuries . <p> 

"Make sure you have enough bandages!" Fishlegs cried as he hurriedly 
and carefully folded some. 

Ruffnut tiptoed past him. "Unwind, unwind, figure out that you're 
panicking ! " 

Fishlegs smirked. "I'm not panicking." 

Ruffnut swirled around with the same grin on her face. "Yes you 


"You can check my blood pressure. I'm not panicking. I'm just 
delegating responsibilities." 

Ruffnut raised her eyebrows. "Fine. Whatever you say." She turned 
around and Fishlegs returned to his job. 

But then she tiptoed back up, nabbed a cloth and bagged it over his 
head. She giggled violently and raced away. Fishlegs tore it off and 
ran after her. "Hey, don't do that! Get back here!" he 



screamed . 


Hiccup entered just at this moment and couldn't believe his eyes. 
Fishlegsa€ | chasinga€ | Ruff nut . Others didn't notice them, engrossed in 
their job, and those who did notice them shrugged it off. 

Hiccup personally didn't think there was anything stranger than 
seeing those two flirt, but at the same time it felta€|he didn't want 
to say perfect, no, he wasn't that excited. He was still deciding if 
he wasn't hallucinating. Ruffnut and Fishlegs? Together? He giggled 
at the possibility, wondering if it was Astrid's matchmaking that 
finally stroked the fire. 

He sooner than later shrugged it off and scanned the Academy for odd 
jobs or friends and found Tuffnut. He was kneeling behind stacked 
barrels, his eyes glued to his sister and Fishlegs. Hiccup waltzed up 
to him and asked, "What are you doing?" 

Surprised by the sudden voice, Tuffnut groaned and responded, 

"Spying. Kneel down and stay quiet." He snatched Hiccup's hand and 
yanked him down. "She was staring at him the _entire ride home._ It's 
like she thinks he's cute or something." 

"Uh, Tuff, I've seen that look before. Trust me, she's got that look. 
When I defeated the Red Death, all the younger girls had that look 
when they saw me." 

"_And _me ! " Tuffnut urged. He stroked his growing beard, as if that 
proved his attractiveness. "I got that look too! She likes him! It's 
disturbing. It's a threat to my family's sanity." 

Hiccup muttered, "No worry there." 

Tuffnut didn't hear him, but he sensed his cocky and doubting aura. 

He sighed, becoming unusually serious, and patted Hiccup's shoulder. 
"I don't expect you to understand, after all, you're an only child. 
But when you have a younger sister, no matter how annoying she is and 
how much you want to twist her braids off her head, you _always 
_protect her. And Fishlegs just became a new threat. A very, very 
serious threat." Tuffnut ducked lower and snuck away. 

Hiccup watched him, dumbfounded, and inched away. "Gotcha Tuff, I'll 
just leave now . " 

"Okay . " 

The rest of the day was spent with Toothless, Astrid, and Stormfly as 
they repaired damage caused by Drago ' s men. Thankfully, Hiccup didn't 
have to deal with the prisoners; that was the council's job. But he 
ran everything else; the healing dragons, preparations for the mass 
funeral, and repeating the order for Gustav to stop chasing the girls 
he liked with Fanghook. He also dealt with countless questions about 
his father, and he repeated the same answer to every question. "He's 
fine. He's with my mom." He would ignore the knowledgeable, sly 
glances, especially the one from Gobber. 

It was evening before he returned to the healer's house. After he met 
with the gentle woman, she treated him to a small sweet and told him 
that they moved his father to their own house. She put it as, "a way 
for him and your mother to catch up with each other in a familiar 



environment . " 


He understood the familiar environment to quicken the healing 
process, Fishlegs had instructed him on that one, but was getting 
tired of references which he _did not_ want. 

He thanked the woman for the sweet and returned to his house. As he 
climbed the stairs home, he had a wonderful and unfamiliar feeling of 
completeness. The joy of his parents' reunion never left him 
throughout the day and he was fully prepared to enter his house with 
a new sense of the word family. 

He was two steps away from his door when he heard raised voices from 
inside the house. 

His mother spoke, "We have to tell him, I know, just not now!" 

His father argued, "Yes we do! We owe it to him! I'm not willing to 
keep him in the dark!" 

Hiccup rolled his eyes and groaned loudly. "Ugh! Parents! Arguing 
again! Why are you so insane?" 

Toothless groaned with Hiccup and, with a mischievous grin, pushed 
the door open. 

"Bud, no!" Hiccup protested, but the oak door was wide open by the 
time he spoke. 

He looked into the house and saw his parents. And they saw him. His 
father was on his bed in the back of the house and his mom was 
standing above him. 

Silence reigned for a few unbearable moments. Hiccup examined his 
parents and noticed one thing: that they looked terrified to see 
him . 

He spoke first. "Well, I'm here now. Is there something you have to 
tell me?" 

Valka nodded, breathing deeply but softly. She extended her hand and 
invited him in. Toothless waltzed in and joined the other two dragons 
upstairs immediately. 

Hiccup wordlessly closed the door and walked to his parents, the 
atmosphere so heavily morbid his footsteps sounded like hard punches 
against wood. He came to his parents, one in the bed staring up at 
him, and the other looking anywhere but at him, a few paces 
away . 

Hiccup breathed. "What's going on?" 

Valka gathered her courage. "We need to tell you something, honey. I 
should've told you both first thing buta€ | I don't know. I told 
Stoicka€|but now I need to tell you." She breathed deeply again. 

"When Ia€|left Berka€ | " 

"When I banished her, " Stoick corrected. 

"Stoick!" Valka snapped. She turned back to her son, but again 



glanced away immediately after. "When I left Berk, I wasa€ | I wasa€ i " 
She burst into sobs and sat on the bed. Stoick grabbed her hand and 
rubbed her palm with his thumb. 

Hiccup was confused. No, he wasn't confused. Confusion mixed with 
frustration, love, pity, compassion, and created this justified fear 
inside of him. "What?" he whispered. "What is it?" 

Stoick comforted his wife and said to Hiccup, "Youa€ | you better sit 
down son. This is a long story." 

Hiccup nodded, the fear wearing off because of the gentle voice. He 
pulled up his chair, the one he could carry, and sat opposite his 
parents . 

He listened, though he wasn't entirely prepared for the news. 


26. Chapter 26 

_Thank you all so much for sticking with me this long! Wow! I can't 
believe you all like this! THANK YOU! Just a quick note, this chapter 
is shorter than others but it's all to make the story flow better. 
Another note: sadly, this story is coming to an end. All we have is 
one chapter left. Okay, I have a question for everyone at the 
end. . . Read/Review/En joy/Criticize !_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 26<p> 

Looking back on it, he wished that he said something. Anything 
would've been better than staring at his parents in stunned silence 
after he heard the news. Only one sentence came out, one useless 
sentence that summarized a fifteen minute explanation. 

"I had a sister?" And after that, panicked parents apologized again 
and again, begging forgiveness for not telling him sooner, as if this 
would make it better. But he calmed them, saying it was alright, and 
no later, he fled to his room. 

He had relived that realization too many times in his head the past 
two months. Yes, his calculations were correct; two months since his 
parents broke the news to him, and he'd be lying, and had lied, when 
he said that he was used to the idea. 

A sister? He was an older brother and he never knew it? Of course, 
the keyword was "was". She was dead. Six months of her life were 
spent, and no more would taste sweet breath. Maybe that was the 
reason the news was soa€ | awkward and sketchy anda€ j unbearable . If Mom 
broke the news that he had a sister forging paths in the great Arctic 
and he had a physical being to touch and to hug and to love, then 
maybe the news would've passed a little easier. But he hadn't even 
seen her grave yet . 

He didn't blame his parents. Not at all. No, he had bonded with them 
more over talking about the unknown sister than he expected. Was this 
that little girl's purpose? To reunite her family after tragedy? 
Hiccup didn't want to accept that. No baby deserved to only live six 
months and never know her big brother. He didn't deserve that. 



He even sketched her in his notebooks. Pages that once held dragon 
knowledge, folklore, and images had been unthinkingly replaced by 
sketches of a teenage girl. His little sister, Katla. 

He had her all planned out. She would have untamable red hair, not 
brown. He couldn't decide on the color of her sparkling eyes; they 
would either be blue or green, and they honestly switched every time 
he made a new sketch. She'd have the figure of their mother. Maybe it 
was Hiccup's experience with tough women, but he'd always envision 
her as an axe-wielding, bola-throwing, courageous fighter. Or maybe 
he took whatever genes his father didn't give him and passed them on 
to her. Hiccup really had no idea. But he couldn't help but let his 
imagination run wild. 

Of course, two months was a long time to draw, and Hiccup had already 
filled half of his book. They were pretty good. Each one was 
different, like his saddle designs, never agreeing on which one was 
the best but wanting to keep them all because each seemed so perfect 
and so unique. He laughed at the thought. He now had at least fifty 
different little sisters, all different ages, all different sizes, 
and all with a different smile. But each version shared one thing in 
common: she was beautiful and loved. 

Yes, it was hard to move on, but Hiccup couldn't figure out why. 

Logic told him that all was said and done! After all, Katla was dead! 
Gone! In Valhalla! No amount of wishing could bring her back and no 
amount of imagination would _ever_ make him believe he found the 
right Katla, even if he'd seen her at least once, but he never even 
saw her! Was it useless? All that wondering? All that searching? Was 
this a form of grieving? 

He didn't know. 

His watchful friends noticed his uneasiness too. He had moped around 
more than usual in the last two months, regardless of teaching 
everything, never being late for class, and always teaching the 
younger ones how to ride. But he still hadn't fooled anyone, least of 
all Astrid. 

She found him one day, hammering a sword in the forge. Even two 
months after the news and a month and a half since she and the 
village heard by small talk, she could tell he was having trouble 
accepting some part of it. 

She wrapped her arms around his waist as he hammered. She sensed him 
smile. She loved his smile. He eventually finished his work and 
turned to meet her gaze. After a long, gentle kiss hello, he broke 
the romantic silence. 

"I know what you're going to say." He hugged her, but mostly because 
he needed a hug. "I had this talk with my parents too." 

"What talk?" 

Hiccup breathed deeply and kissed her cheek before saying. 

Dad think that I should go to her grave." 

Astrid gasped. "A six hour flight?" 


"Mom and 



He nodded. "Toothless can make it and they both think that if I see 
the grave. I'll have a little closure." 

"Well, if they both think it, then it's probably the right thing to 
do 

He nodded again. "Maybe." 

She couldn't tell what he was thinking as she rubbed his back. "Do 
you want me to come with you?" 

"No, no thanks. This is something I have to do on my own." 

"Okay, " she whispered, surrendering the thought of persisting against 
his decision. 

She had sensed every oddity about his behavior, but she couldn't have 
noticed the inner battle he faced. He wasn't entirely sure if he 
wanted to go at all, to see his sister's grave when there was no way 
she could talk back to him. What was the point? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Toothless flicked his tail across the Haddock family den floor, 
patiently waiting for his rider. The long journey to Hiccup's 
sibling's grave was scheduled for today. Toothless knew his rider and 
if he knew him well enough, which he did. Hiccup was upstairs, 
wondering what to bring. It would be a long time before he was 
downstairs, and his parents knew it too.<p> 

"What's taking that boy so long?" the chief huffed from the back of 
the house. 

"Give him time," his wife cautioned. "He's dealing with this in his 
own way. He's an emotional boy and he needs his own way of facing 
this . " 

She walked forward, probably to get more interesting food from the 
cupboard, and kept talking. "You would be dealing with this in the 
same way, you know." Toothless could sense the regret in her voice. 
Most mothers would have regret, he deducted. After all, she hadn't 
expected her son to take the news so hard. He could tell she wanted 
one of two things; wish she hadn't told her family at all about the 
dead hatchling, or just have her living. 

He continued watching her as she fished for something her husband 
would like, other than toasted bread and cheese, his solitary meal 
with healing ribs. He spoke again from the back of the house, concern 
parading in his voice. "I still think we should go with him." 

She sighed heavily. "I do too, but he already told us he doesn't want 
us to come. He thinks it should be a private thing and I agree with 
him. Besides, if you ask him again he'll only get mad." 

"Where does that gene come from I wonder?" 

The mother laughed and returned to his bedside. "I won't 
guess . " 


Toothless watched the chief's nurse and wife leave and rested his 



head against the floorboards. He was beginning to grow impatient with 
Hiccup but didn't dare let the feelings be shown to even himself. His 
friend would be down soon. 

Sure enough, the clank of Hiccup's footsteps stomped down a few 
minutes later. Toothless shot up, alert, and met a Hiccup who was 
obviously masking emotions. 

"Come on bud," he invited seriously. "It's a long way." 

"Hiccup, wait!" his mother called. She rushed to him and after a 
loving gaze, they embraced. "Are you sure about this?" 

"Yeah. Yeah, I'll do this. Don't-don't worry Mom, I'll be 
f ine . " 

Grunting could be heard from the back of the house and each member of 
the Haddock clan, even the dragons, knew what was going on. 

"Dad!" Hiccup commanded. "Don't get up. I'll come to you!" 

"Oh, stop protesting!" Stoick cried. "The healer said one more week! 

I think that's ample time to start practicing walking!" 

"You're not even fully healed yet!" Hiccup desperately reminded. "The 
healer said one week until your ribs are healed, and then another 
week until you're ready to walk! You can't walk now! No! Stop walking 
towards me! Dad!" 

"Stoick," Valka urged, "Please, for your son's sake get back in 
bed!" 

"Valka," Stoick breathed, "Just let me say goodbye to my son." 

She relented, folding her arms and letting him do so, but she 
cautiously watched his every move. 

Hiccup looked up to his father and smirked. These father/son talks 
had improved from the cold words over a crackling fire five years 
ago; only some awkwardness remained. "Any advice?" Hiccup finally 
asked . 

Stoick shrugged, hiding the pain in his shoulder. "Just do what you 
have to do to." He shook his son's shoulder and smiled. "It'll be 
enough . " 

Hiccup nodded, half-hugged his father, kissed his mother, and after a 
hasty good-bye, walked out the door. Toothless promptly 
followed . 

Hiccup chatted, half to himself half to Toothless, as they descended 
the stairs. "I want to stop by Gobber's before we go . I made you a 
new tail so that flying the long distance would be easier for 
you . " 

Toothless gurgled, but Hiccup didn't hear it. The rest of the walk 
was spent in silence until they crossed the Plaza to Gobber's shop. 
Toothless sat beside the entrance, again predicting the boy's 
sluggish, stalling ways whenever he didn't want to go somewhere. As 
the dragon anticipated, the boy needlessly fiddled with unneeded 



tools for the tail, completely unsuspecting of the figure sneaking up 
on him. 

"I thought you were supposed to be at your mother's old home by 
now ! " 

Toothless saw Gobber enter a few seconds ago, but Hiccup was visibly 
startled by the appearance. 

The boy sighed, recovering his heart rate, and responded, "I just 
wanted to get Toothless' tale, maybe make a few modifications. I'll 
be going soon." He took a deep breath, shaking like he was nervous. 
"Are the guards still at my mom's old home?" 

"Yes. Their report just came back by the way; it's been made into a 
safe house for dragons, property of Berk." Gobber watched as Hiccup 
made nonsense additions to the tail. He knew what was going on. 
"Moving on to a different subject, but if you make any more 
modifications to that tail, it'll be so heavy you'll sink like Thor's 
hammer in the ocean. Give it a rest." 

Hiccup shook his head. "I just want to make sure it's okay, I 
meana€ | " 

Gobber snatched Hiccup's shoulders and forced him into a beam, away 
from the tail. "Just go. I know you. Hiccup. You're fretting over all 
of these miniscule things so you can stall in seeing your 
sister . " 

"My sister's grave," Hiccup reminded, looking unemotional, but his 
voice told Gobber otherwise. 

"I know lad," Gobber admitted after a heavy sigh, "I know it's hard. 
I've seen your family every day the past two months and all I've seen 
is that this isn't easy for you. You want the happy family, but ever 
since your mom told you about Katla, you've always felt that a part 
of your family was missing." 

Hiccup finally nodded. "I justa€ | I don't know what I'm feeling." 

"I know. But if you go to the grave, you will." 

"Why does the grave have to fix everything?" 

The question caught Gobber off- guard, and for a moment, he was 
scared to answer. "I don't know, lad. But in a way, you're meeting 
your sister for the first time. At least, that's how your father 
described it to me. It'll be good for you." 

"What if I come away more emotional, like a man who's supposed to 
have these emotions figured out by now but doesn't?" 

Gobber sighed. So that's what he feared? Or was that just one of the 
terrors? "Then you go home to your parents and have a long talk. And 
if you guys don't know how to start the talk, call me." 

That got Hiccup laughing a bit. "Thanks," he softly said. 

"Again, lad, I know it's hard. But this is one of those things that 
you've just got to do." 



Hiccup sighed, and a lick on the hand from Toothless finalized the 
decision . 


Hiccup nodded. "Okay. I'll go see her." He wordlessly, soundlessly, 
hooked on Toothless' tail and clanked the prosthetic in place. 
"Thanks Gobber." 

"Anytime," was Gobber 's goodbye. 

They took off. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The flight was silent, but that wasn't a surprise or a discomfort 
for neither dragon nor rider. It wasn't as if Hiccup needed more 
hours to think about his sister, his illustrations, her 
personalitya€ | <em>No ! <em>he told himself. _Stop thinking!_ 

He focused on the ocean below him for a time, fingering the satchel 
every few minutes to make sure it was there. It had to be. 

Finally, the mountain so familiar appeared in their sights. It was 
because of Toothless' accelerated speed that they arrived here ahead 
of schedule, but Hiccup couldn't praise either the tail designs or 
his dragon now. He only focused on that mountain. 

Two months and a few weeks ago, that mountain was a symbol of 
familial love, safety, and security, but now it was like the foggy 
wood he dare not enter when he was five. It spoke fear and danger. 
Maybe he was reminded of Gobber 's pep talk before the trip, or the 
image of his parents finally happy, but Hiccup hoped that this 
mountain could be filled with light again. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>There were hurried hellos given to the Hooligan guards standing 
watch with their many different dragons. Thankfully, the guards left 
Hiccup alone as well. Hiccup didn't think they knew his purpose, but 
maybe it was his depressed stance that gave the "I don't want to 
talk" look.<p> 

Hiccup followed his mother's directions to the cave which held his 
sister. Through twists and turns, avoiding dragon dung, and leaping 
over napping dragons. Hiccup finally reached the place his mother 
described . 

"You'll know it when you see a vegetated spring with a waterfall, and 
there'll be a rock there, about knee-high, and it'll say "Katla" on 
it, " she said. 

Hiccup found it. 

His heart felt heavy when he saw that tombstone. 

He breathed deeply and knelt beside Toothless. "Uh, bud? Could you 
give usa€ | or mea€ | a little privacy?" 

Toothless gurgled understandingly and waltzed away. Hiccup could tell 
from the dragon snarls and screams in the distance that Toothless had 



been ambushed by similar dragons to the ones who clung to him their 
first time here. He giggled a moment, but then refocused and turned 
his head to the tombstone. Where did that amusement go? Uneasily, he 
beckoned his courage, which seemed to be vacationing, and started to 
walk towards the grave. 

Each footfall seemed to last a minute. He almost got the sense that 
he was getting lower with each step and he was; his knees were 
bending, like he let his strength be sapped, but he kept walking. He 
kept walking forward until he knelt before the stone. 

Then, he had no words to say. 

No words. Stupid, dry, unforgiving silence thundered. It was just 
like his reaction to his parents, who wanted him to cry when he heard 
the news, not be silent like a criticizing stuck-up! 

After the silence became too heavy on his shoulders. Hiccup released 
it with a long breath. 

"Hi Katla, " he squawked. He giggled at his pitch-shift, though it was 
an empty attempt. "Sorry. You wouldn't be surprised that I did that, 
if you knew me, I mean. I do it all the time. Not very flattering for 
a future chief buta€|well, you get the idea.' 

'Uh, let's see, where to start? Uh, my name's Hiccup. I'm your big 
brother. That means that Mom and Dad had me before they had you. But 
that's nothing to be ashamed about. I've heard from some people that 
being the youngest is actually better than being the oldest, so 
you're golden. Right?" Did his voice have to be that uncertain? 
Couldn't he sound unafraid just this once? 

"Well, moving ona€ | " he continued, only to pause for an untimed 
silence. Hiccup wondered where he would move on to. Nothing seemed 
right. "I don't know what to say to you. What do I say to a sister I 
don't know?" Then, he remembered his father's words. __Just do what 
you have to do_. Hiccup felt his heart soar with things to say after 
that; words that logic said made no sense, but the heart, his heart, 
completely supported. 

With a surrendering cry, he said, "You would have been loved so much. 
And if I know Mom, you were loved so much. You'd have learned about 
dragons and Viking lore and how to wield an axe against a boy's 
head!" He listened to himself. It was like he was convincing her that 
they didn't hate her, as if her dying was their fault. "Hey, listen, 

I remember how much they wanted you. I was three, but I could tell 
that they were trying for another baby. I mean, I didn'ta€|see 
anything, but never mind, you're still a kid, you don't need to know 
that stuff. Anyway, Katla, they wanted you. I wanted you. Katla, I've 
never met you, and you don't know me, but I miss you." He grasped the 
stone and laid his head against it. "You are loved little girl. 

You're loved so much. Why would I come here if I didn't love 
you? " 

Was it his imagination that conjured up the arms? It must've been, 
for he could've sworn he felt small arms wrap around his neck. 
Unhindered, he hugged the figure back. He didn't want the arms to 
leave, but as suddenly as they appeared, they evaporated again. 


"I, uh, I have a present for you." He slid off the satchel and 



unbuckled the flap. Slowly, almost afraid he'd lose them in some 
unthinkable way, he revealed them. He smiled broadly, as if in the 
instant he'd expose the present, a small girl would squeal with 
delight and vow she'd love him forever. Finally, he showed them, 
smiling . 

"Now, these have special meaning to me, so just listen to the 
explanation for a sec." He laid the toy by his knees and held up the 
tool. "This is precious to me. I've kept it in good condition for 
five years because it symbolized something special between me and our 
Dad. It's a feather pen. See, this was given to me when I knew, 
beyond all doubt, that he loved me even though I don't have the 
Viking muscle body. See, that tradition stuff's important to him and 
I didn't have any of that anda€|well, I've kept it ever since." He 
gently laid it beside the grave, as if the grass blades might have 
broken it . 

"And this," he said, lifting the toy, "is something Mom made for me. 

I think it's a Deadly Nadder. She gave this to me when I was little. 

I was scared of dragons then and after an annoying insomnia attack I 
threw it in the ocean. Well, Mom left us at that point because of, 
well a reason we're all trying to forget. She was pregnant with you, 
so that's how you fit in here. Anyway, long story short, after a few 
years it wound up back to me, and since at the time I had no idea 
what happened to her, this gave me the closure I needed. It reminded 
me of her anda€|well, it's irreplaceable." He placed it beside the 
feather pen. 

Hiccup huffed, satisfied, and let his voice go tender. "Now, you have 
to appreciate these gifts, because they symbolize our parents. They 
mean a lot to me, and it's the one thing we would've had in common, 
our parents." He felt tears come. "I love them Katla. And they love 
us both, more than words could ever describe, I've seen it!" He 
kissed the grave. "We miss you Katla Haddock. And if another baby 
comes into this world, he or she is _not _your replacement. You will 
always have a special place in our hearts, because you made us a 
family again." 

Unable to find more words. Hiccup rested beside the stone. As 
surprised as he was, his parents and Gobber were right. It felt like 
she was smiling, like she was physically there, a little girl playing 
with the stuffed dragon and fake-writing with the pen. He felt love 
shroud him for a minute, like his family was finally complete, and he 
closed his eyes, falling asleep. 

And Katla was somehow there. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Okay, hope you liked it and please review! I love them! 
Thanks for reading this far and encouraging me every step of the 
way ! <br>Okay , here's the question. Should Valka and Stoick have 
another baby? I think it's too sappy, but tell me what you 
think ! _ 


27 . Chapter 27 

_Well, here's the last chapter. Your support over the last six months 
has been encouraging and I can't believe this story is finally coming 



to an end! Wow! Thank you guys so much! And for the last time, 
Read/Review/Enjoy/Criticize. :) :)_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Chapter 27<p> 

Morning came quicker than Valka wanted. Of course it did. It always 
did, but she supposed she couldn't complain. Hiccup had gone to the 
grave to see Katla a month ago and Stoick had healed from his broken 
ribs completely. Once he did, husband and wife spent more quality 
time together, missing each others' embrace and reliving marital 
bliss. Hiccup had left the house more often than usual, whether he 
was purposefully avoiding his parents' quality time, or if he was 
taking a certain girl out on dates, she didn't know. 

Surrendering to the dawn's welcome, Valka slid out of bed. She 
slipped on her bathrobe and left her sleeping husband in the room, 
smiling as she left. Her eyelids heavy and nearly closed, the woman 
staggered into the kitchen and reached for some bread. She gnawed at 
it as her dragons would've: mercilessly and greedily. She was so 
hungry, it was almost abnormal. 

Of course, the women of the village told her this was in fact, 
normal. For women around her age, the cravings and other strange 
symptoms were sure to haunt her during her "change". Of course, her 
change also came with a price. She wished now that she didn't have to 
see the look in Stoick 's eyes when she told him that another baby 
might not be possible. Hiccup had shrugged uncaringly, but Valka knew 
he was also wishing for a little sibling to hold. Both of the men 
expressed some disappointment, but it wore off almost as quickly as 
it appeared. She was glad it did. She was ready to have some time 
just between her, Stoick, and Hiccup, and the dragons; dragon racing, 
map charting, and anything else they could do as a family. 

She wanted and needed that time. After all, they had a lot to catch 

up on . 

Her bread was finished in near record time. Still hungry, she raided 
their cupboard, disappointed when she only found apricots and dragon 
nip in the cobwebbed shelves. Valka drowsily grabbed about three 
apricots and bit into them. This routine had become like riding a 
dragon to her, so familiar she could do it with her eyes closed and 
one arm behind her back. She hoped it would wear off soon. 

The next few months seemed to only exist to show her that it 

wouldn't. Stoick had spent more money on food than normal since she 
just couldn't stop eating. She wanted fruit, bread, cheese, even 
dragon nip at the most obnoxious times. 

Stoick serviced her needs diligently and was briefly reminded of the 
time when she was pregnant with Hiccup, when she'd violently shake 
him awake at the unspeakable hour of the night so he could get her 
some food. He let the possibility light up that she was pregnant, but 
no, she couldn't be. It was that hormonal change the old women griped 
about suffering from. 

Valka saw the optimistic thought cross his mind, saw the glimmer of 
dreams make his eyes glow and then vanish almost the moment it 
appeared . 



No, Valka knew that this wasn't a baby. Just the change. There would 
never be a baby. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Come and get me!" Valka cried, taunting the Thunderdrum and 
angry man behind her.<p> 

Stoick shook his head. "No, you don't! Don't you win this one 
too ! " 

Hiccup laughed and flew past Stoick. "Oh, now I know where I got my 
winning gene from! Come and get us Dad!" Hiccup laughed and flew past 
his mother, who followed him atop Cloudjumper; Cloudjumper was a 
breed of dragon alien to Berk, which Fishlegs was eager to name, but 
was currently undecided. 

Stoick growled at the competition and gave Thornado no command; this 
dragon didn't need one, being as competitive as his rider. They 
bolted after them. 

The family raced through the boulders around Berk, the lesson they 
were supposed to be giving the Academy forgotten. Only when they 
remembered where the finish line was, the Academy entrance, did the 
point become clear. A speed flight lesson, at least that's what they 
thought it was . 

Valka clenched her teeth and kicked Cloud jumper ' s thigh as the 
academy came in view. "Go, boy." 

With one mighty flap of the four wings, the surrounding horizon, 
trees, cliffs, and even her son and husband all blurred into 
unrecognizable splotches of color. Was she going that fast, or was it 
her overactive imagination? 

Cloudjumper flew overtop the Academy and Valka jumped off. The 
chained barrier had been uprooted long ago, so she didn't worry about 
breaking her bones across chains. She tumbled onto the stony floor 
and jumped up again, triumphantly. 

The younger children hooted and hollered ecstatically. The older 
ones, closer to Hiccup's age, clapped happily. By the glint in their 
eyes, she thought they were happy that someone had finally beaten the 
Dragon Trainer, but she couldn't be sure. 

Said Dragon Trainer flew in with Toothless in a close tie with his 
father, just a few seconds behind his mother. Astrid came and pecked 
her boyfriend on the cheek, a sign of encouragement, opposite the 
teasing he'd receive later that his mom beat him, which he was more 
than ready to face. 

"Alright, alright," Hiccup calmed the cheering kids. "That was the 
speed flight lesson. Time to move onto the next lesson." 

"You mean how to win?" Snotlout jeered. He danced lightly on his 
feet, which he celebrated the healing of almost every day. 


Hiccup ignored that remark, and happily ignored the dancing. "Thanks 
Mom and Dad for helping us. If I need you again. I'll call." 



Astrid smirked. "He wants the spotlight back." 


Hiccup smugly shook his head at her, loving her too much at the 
moment to fight with her in front of the students. "Okay, let's work 
ona€ | " 

"Target practice!" Gustav shouted. 

Magnus, a girl ready for a fight, argued, "We did target practice 
yesterday! I want more flight exercises." 

Valka smirked maniacally as the fight evolved into a fist squabble, 
which spread like a virus across the Academy floor. She backed up 
unnot iceably , appearing solely to avoid the fight lurking towards 
her, but when she grabbed Stoick's hand and dragged him away in a 
prance, still no one noticed. 

"Where are we going?" Stoick asked as his wife dragged him away. Her 
smile alone made him take the bait of a moment alone. 

She smirked. "Wait and see." 

She led him to the forest, a sure place where they could be 
undisturbed. Their dragons, wild at heart, had abandoned them long 
ago and had taken to the cloudy skies. Valka slightly regretted not 
going with them. It was such a perfect day for a recreational flight. 
Clouds towered in the sky like pillars of a temple and the sun basked 
the entire earth in the warmth of an embrace. Yes, it was ideal. But 
for now, she wanted nothing more than to be with Stoick. 

Stoick followed her through the forest, being reminded of her 
favorite mocking story of him, and chuckled. "If you take me back to 
the place where I split that rock apart. I'll never let you live it 
down . " 

Valka smirked back and kissed him. "Who said we had a 
destination? " 

Stoick caressed his wife's hair, placing it behind her ear. After 
another long kiss, he gently grasped her hand and took the turn 
leading . 

They had explored the entire forest within an hour, an hour of 
precious laughter and stolen kisses. Nothing disturbed them; nothing 
made them regret spending this hour with each other. No, nothing at 
all could ruin this perfect day. 

Nothing, until Valka gasped. 

Stoick turned to her out of instinct. She wasn't one to gasp at a 
spider or a snake (after all why would she after taming untamable 
dragons) so there was definitely something worth worrying over. 
"Valka? Honey?" 

She rubbed her hand over her shirt. "I-I'm fine. Justa€ | felt a little 
faint." Stubborn, she led him now, sternly marching forward, as if 
that would tell Stoick everything was normal. 

"Valka?" Stoick worriedly panted after a few steps, grabbing both her 



shoulders. "Valka! You don't gasp like that! What's wrong with 
you? " 

She shook her head, like dismissing explaining a joke, frustrated 
that the subject didn't get it. "Stoick, it's nothing. I promise." 

She gasped again, this time unable to hide neither the gasp nor her 
hand's movement. 

She gently laid it across her stomach. 

Stoick 's eyes widened. His mouth spoke, but words weren't formed, 
just senseless moans of surprise. It was only after many illiterate 
groans that words formed. "Thaa€ | Ia€ i noa€ | W-w-wow ! I-I 
meana€ | what ? " 

Valka blankly stared at him, looking just as transparent as a ghost. 
"I-I felt aa€ | aa€ | something now and the last time, the first time 
when I gasped. You-you remember how I described the first kick of a 
baby ? " 

Stoick 's breath was stolen a moment. He was expecting to wake up any 
moment now. He even pinched his forearm, taking the pain as a 
sign . 

This was real . 

His senses came back to him and he answered, "You described the first 
kick as a f luttera€ | like a butterfly or a small dragon." 

Valka pinched her lips together and nodded. "It's a flutter." 

Stoick stepped back, agape. He watched as his wife caressed her flat 
stomach. In a few moments, she glanced up to him. She clenched her 
lips shut and covered her mouth with her hand, as if to conceal 
either a cry of anguish or a shrill shriek of delight; her face 
broadcasted both. 

Stoick just stood there, soaking it in, taking the fragmented image 
of his pregnant wife in. Was it real? 

Valka shook her head and dropped her hands to her thigh. "This wasn't 
supposed to happen! I mean, we thought it wouldn't! I was so sure 
that it wasn't possible!" 

Stoick was breathless. "And now?" 

Valka, for a few moments, was unreadable. Both despair and joy came 
from her wide, tearful eyes. Then, in a shrill breath, something that 
sounded like a laugh came. She smiled next, a wide smile, a joyful 
smile. "We're having a baby!" she barely whispered. 

Stoick boomed in laughter and ran to his wife. He lifted her up and 
spun her around, laughing joyfully. "I can't believe it!" he cried. 
"We're having a baby!" 

He set her down on the mossy ground and kissed her. "I can't 
wait ! " 


Valka hugged his neck tightly. She hated what thought came to her 
head next, but it worried her so much she couldn't stop herself from 



asking the question. In one breath she demanded 
disappointed if the baby's not a girl?" 


"Will you be 


Stoick was silent, a bad sign. There were a few moments of stunned 
silence, and then he held her out an arm's length away. "Why would 
you ask that?" 

Valka shook her head. "I don't know!" Tears threatened to breech her 
defenses, but she didn't know why. "When your ribs broke, when Drago 
died, you were so happy about having a little girl, what if it's not 
a girl? Can I trust you?" 

Stoick grasped her face and wiped away the stored tears, which only 
made more come. "I will love this baby as much as I love Hiccup and 
you. You can have that promise. I swear to you that I will always 
love this baby, no matter if it's a boy or a girl. I promise." He 
inhaled, disbelieving he said that all in one breath. "Do you believe 
me ? " 


Valka licked her lips and blinked away tears. She nodded. "I do." And 
she kissed him again. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"What?!" came the shriek. <p> 

Valka burst out laughing at Hiccup's reaction, complete with an open 
mouth and comical expression. Stoick laughed as well and exclaimed, 
"Yes, yes you're mother's pregnant! We're having a baby!" 

Hiccup turned white as a ghost and staggered backwards. He grasped 
the back of his father's chair and sat in it, staring at the glow of 
the fire in the hearth. "Don't worry, I'm happy, even though it 
doesn't look like it." He grew even more shocked. "Wait a minute! You 
guys can still do that?!" 

Valka, now calmed, put her hand on her hip. "You think we're that 
old! Hiccup, I'm ashamed of you!" 

Hiccup exhaled a long breath and put his head between his knees. 
Finally, he laughed and raised his head. He raced to his mother with 
a delighted cry and hugged her. "Oh, I can't believe it!" 

"I know," she said. "I can't believe it either." She kissed his cheek 
and kept hugging him. 

Stoick rocked on his feet beside them. "Don't I get in this hug? I am 
also responsible." 

Hiccup couldn't hide the look of disgust on his face. Valka laughed 
again and outstretched her arm, inviting her husband into the 
embrace, an invitation he accepted. But this moment, thanks to the 
dragons, was anything but silent. 

Toothless gurgled happily when he interpreted the news, watching 
Valka stroke her belly. He jumped across the crossbeams of the house, 
making laughing noises. Thornado grinned, stroking up close to Valka 
and hissed, like he was saying something to the new hatchling. Gruff 
jumped with Toothless (Cloudjumper was too big to come inside) , and 
soon both of them joined Thornado in embracing their riders. 



affectionately licking their cheeks. 


Hiccup laughed at this spectacle. He soaked it all in, just 
meditating on what he was seeing. His parents, regardless of the 
past, now embracing him, celebrating something he didn't think 
possible. The dragons alongside them; an unthinkable friendship 
formed by the only two on Berk who could first forge it, and the man 
who should've been the least converted was now supporting them the 
most. Hiccup hugged his parents tighter and laughed. "I'm so happy! I 
can ' t wait ! " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Stoick breathed hard. It was funny how this experience overtook 
the man more than it did the woman, or so it seemed. Trying to 
concentrate, he kept his breathing even and he bent over, his hands 
on his knees. <p> 

Gobber sat beside him outside the house, staring at this peculiar 
sight with worried eyes. "Just so we're clear, you know that you're 
not the one in labor, right?" 

Stoick laughed and snapped out of his trance. "Yes, yes my friend, I 
know that. I justa€ | " He looked towards the house. 

Gobber smiled. "I know. You want to be in there with her. But Valka's 
a strong woman, she'll bring your son or daughter into this world 
quicker than you can rip an axe out of a tree." 

A shrill, fierce cry echoed from the house. Stoick shook as the words 
of the scream became clear. "Stoick, I will kill you! I'll kill 
you ! " 

Gobber pursed his lips and patted Stoick 's shoulder encouragingly. 
"Don't-don't worry. We've been through this before. She's fine. She's 
happy. Don't wo-worry. She ' lla€ | thank you later, I hope." 

Stoick nodded, letting Gobber 's words enter one ear and exit the 
other. He fiddled with his fingers, glancing around at the Plaza 
below him. It was deserted now that it was evening, and even more so 
since the gray clouds towering above them threatened rainstorms, 
typical of summer twilight, but so far, only a few raindrops fell. 

But just because the Plaza was empty didn't mean that the buzz of 
excitement wasn't ringing throughout Berk. 

The Haddocks' cupboard had been stacked full with fish pies, fruit, 
and extra loaves of bread. Volunteers crafted cribs and toys and 
women sewed blankets and diapers. Excitement had reached its climax 
during this, the ninth month, but now that it was finally happening, 
no spectators were watching. Stoick supposed he should thank the rain 
for a providential appearance, but he knew that his subjects were 
still waiting, antsy, for the second heir, regardless if they weren't 
crowded around his house. 

"Gobber," Stoick finally said after a long breath. "I don't know if 
I'm ready to be a father again." 

"Are we really having this discussion again twenty years later? I 
told you that you'd be fine then, and you're going to be fine 
now . " 



"No, but that was different!" Stoick growled. "And you know it! I'm 
old Gobber! I'm not as young as I used to be. This-this is the age 
where I'm supposed to be picking up grandchildren, not my own newborn 
child." 

Gobber waited a few moments to be certain Stoick was done talking. 
When he finally clenched his lips shut, Gobber asked, "Are we certain 
that it's not just the age we're worried about? I know what you're 
thinking. Having this baby so soon after hearing 'bout Katla, it 
seems that you're replacing her. Am I right?" 

"No!" Stoick urged. "You're not right! We're not replacing her! I've 
never felt that, and neither has Valka! This is just my second chance 
anda€ | anda€ | alright , here it is: I'm scared I'm going to mess it up 
just like we did with Hiccup! Are you happy?" 

Gobber nodded. He was happy, happy that all of Stoick 's problems came 
out in one sentence; he must've been keeping that on his chest for a 
while. "I think if you were to talk to Hiccup, you wouldn't hear the 
same words come from him." 

Stoick shook his head. "He didn't get what it was like for me. Being 
a single parent!" 

"And we all hope he never does, but if he can see past the mistakes 
you made, that means Valka did, and has, and this little bugger's 
going to too. And if you're half as good the father you were to 
Hiccup, that child will be the best nurtured child in this world. 

Now, have I convinced you?" 

Stoick kept still. "Not my fear." 

Gobber chuckled. "We'll deal with that next session. Our time is 


As Gobber knew it would, that sent Stoick laughing in a way that only 
Gobber could make him do. 

The next few minutes, or was it a half an hour, they sat there 
silent. The duo only looked up from the dampening grass to see Hiccup 
coming up the stairs, his arms embracing a crying Astrid. Hiccup 
stopped at the foot of the staircase and hugged her tight, rubbing 
her shoulders and kissing her cheek. She stayed cuddled up in his 
chest, ready to feel the warmth of comfort. 

Stoick and Gobber couldn't help but wonder what was going on, but 
both knew better than to interrupt the couple. They just watched 
them, young lovers in the rain. Astrid pointed up to the house and 
nodded, convincing an arguing Hiccup of something. There were a few 
minutes of mumbled bickering, but all it took as a look from Astrid, 
and both of them climbed the staircase, hand in hand. 

Stoick curtly nodded his hello. "Is everything okay?" 

Astrid spoke before Hiccup could. "One of Stormfly's hatchlings died. 
I, uh, I don't know why I'm cryinga€ | " 

"Everyone understands," Hiccup comforted as he rubbed her shoulders. 
He sounded like he had repeated that same sentence many times before 



in the last half hour. 


She nodded. "I know, I know. It's justa€ i " 

"Loss is hard?" Stoick finished. 

Astrid nodded as the rain dripped across her face, camouflaging her 
tears . "Yeah . " 

Stoick rubbed her arm. "It'll part. I promise." 

She smiled. "Thank you sir." 

When she turned to sit and wait for Hiccup's sibling to come, the 
very reason she insisted being seen by Gobber and Stoick, Stoick gave 
his son a suggestive glance. Hiccup glared at his father and sat by 
Astrid, the couple hand in hand. 

The minutes tiptoed by as slowly as they could. The only sound to be 
heard above the pattering rain was Valka's cries and death threats to 
Stoick . 

As the rain lightened p after its already soft introduction, Stoick 
noticed someone was missing. 

"Hiccup, where's Toothless?" 

Hiccup looked up from the grass, his arms still around Astrid. "Uh, 
he's with Stormfly. She took the death pretty hard, he's with 
her . " 

Stoick nodded understandingly , hoping that he wouldn't be in the same 
position as Stormfly. He prayed every second that it wouldn't happen. 
That secret fear in his heart that refused to be vocal still 
thundered, that fear that if this child didn't make it, what would 
they do? He had to have hope that this baby would make it. He or she 
was in much better conditions now instead of a cave filled with 
dragons, like his or her older sister had been, but Stoick couldn't 
shake that fear. 

Hiccup had noticed his father's heavy eyes, and was grateful he did. 
He shook his dad's shoulder in the roughest way he could and said, 
"Don't worry. They'll make it. What are we going to name him or 
her? " 

Happy for a distraction, Stoick announced, "If the little one's a 
girl, we'll name her Valhalla, after your mom." 

Hiccup looked up in surprise. "Mom's name is based on 
Valhalla? " 

Gobber interjected. "She was originally Valhallarama . But she grew 
tired of it and had it shortened. What if it's a boy, Stoick?" 

A hint of a smile could be seen crossing the chief's face. "She wants 
to keep the "H" alliteration like she did with Hiccup Horrendous 
Haddock. We were thinking of naming him Henrik Horrendous 
Haddock . " 

Hiccup smiled. Stoick, however, was worried that Hiccup would take 



that too hard, that they had chosen a cruel social name for him while 
his little brother would be given a name of normalcy. But his son 
grinned and said, "Those are great names." 

Stoick smiled and affectionately shook Hiccup's shoulder. "Thanks 
son . " 

In a few minutes, Valka's screaming died down. Both Haddock men grew 
troubled at the silence. Astrid squeezed Hiccup's hand and rubbed his 
shoulder. "It'll be okay," she whispered. 

Not a second later, a high-pitch squeal that could only come from a 
baby screamed, giving Stoick goose bumps. 

Both he and Hiccup leapt up, ready for the healer to burst the door 
open and invite them in. They waited a few seconds, until the healer 
came out. She was ecstatic, shaking with delight, joy shining from 
her eyes as she clapped her hands and exclaimed, "A baby boy!" 

It wasn't often in the Haddock family that silence was joyful, but 
that's what it was this time. Hiccup clasped his hands over his mouth 
as if to stop a scream from escaping. Overwhelmed, father and son 
hugged, laughing. 

"Congratulations!" Astrid shrieked as she embraced Hiccup after his 
hug with Stoick. 

Gobber slapped both on the back. "I knew it would be a boy. Congrats 
you two!" Gobber then hugged Stoick, making the joyous laughs ring 
even more. 

Hiccup sat down, letting the shock settle. "I'm so happy!" he finally 
said. He finally turned to the healer and asked, "Can we see 
her? " 

She chuckled and flew up her hands. "I don't see why not. They should 
be done cleaning up by now!" 

Stoick nodded and entered his house. There, in the back of the room, 
lay his wife, looking exhausted as she tickled her finger at the 
tiniest face Stoick had ever seen. 

He ran to her. "Valka, " he lovingly said, unable to think of 
something else to say. "You did it." 

She nodded, smiling. "I should've gotten you to do this. After all I 
did it two times already, you should've done it this time." 

Stoick kissed her. "I'll thank you later." His eyes caught his son, 
the little baby wrapped tightly in blanket after blanket. His eyes 
were wide and blue, examining the world around him. His little stub 
of a nose was so tempting to poke, and Stoick did so. "You think 
he'll have my nose?" 

She chuckled. "He looks like he'll have your hair. It's just a darker 
shade . " 

"Can I see him?" Hiccup asked from behind Stoick. 


Stoick moved aside, frantic that he forgot his other son in all of 



this. "Of course, of course, look at little Henrik." 


Hiccup looked at the little face, so innocent and so tiny. This was 
his little brother. This little miracle, this second chance, was his 
to nurture and shield and train. Hiccup felt this sense of protection 
wash over him. If this little baby was his responsibility, he would 
take it seriously. He made a vow right there that no one would hurt 
this blessing. He was his. Henrik was his. 

"Do you want to hold him?" his mother's voice was muffled in Hiccup's 
thoughts, but he understood what she was saying. 

Before he could stop himself, he nodded and reached for him. 

He was shaking, so Stoick took a hold of his wrists and guided him. 
"Support his head. Don't worry. I'll help you. That's it, now take 
the body. Slide your hand under him. Good, you've got him, now lift 
him up . " 

Hiccup shook his head. "Dada€|?" 

"You can do it." With the father's help, the son held his little 
brother against his chest. Once the baby was stabilized, Stoick 
released his grip and looked upon his sons. 

Hiccup's smile was slow in coming, but it eventually came. Astrid 
moved to him, stroking his shoulder and admiring the bundle of joy in 
Hiccup's arms. Hiccup leaned down and kissed his little brother on 
the forehead. He began laughing and crying at the same time. "He's so 
small, " he muttered. 

"Just like you were," Valka whispered, her eyes closed. "Oh, I'm so 
tired . " 

Stoick kissed her forehead, ever so gently. "Go to sleep Valhalla. 
We've got Henrik." 

She smiled and shifted her body to get more comfortable. Stoick took 
the sheets and repositioned them over her, kissing her once more 
before returning to sit by Gobber. 

Hiccup had moved to his chair next to the hearth, bouncing little 
Henrik gently. Astrid sat on the edge of the hearth, smiling at the 
cooing, inquisitive face of her boyfriend's brother. Stoick sat 
beside Gobber, who had borrowed Valka 's chair, and accepted the mug 
of ale his best friend gave him. Stoick leaned back in his chair, 
suddenly grateful for this moment. He couldn't rip his eyes away from 
Hiccup holding Henrik. 

There was silence in the Haddock household. The healer and her 
assistants had said goodbye a few minutes ago, and the only thing to 
be heard was Henrik's blabbering the infant gibberish. 

"Is that so?" Hiccup asked, grinning wide. Stoick noticed the smile 
dampen however, as if Hiccup was realizing something for the first 
time . 

"Hiccup?" he asked, softly as to not awake Valka. "What's 
wrong? " 



Hiccup licked his lips and smiled at Henrik. As the baby inspected 
his own fingers. Hiccup looked up to his father and admitted, "I'm 
scared . " 

Stoick caught Gobber's glance, the one filled with innocence which 
said, "I told you so," and shot him an angry stare back. Gobber only 
winked and sipped his ale rather innocently. 

The father ignored his friend and looked to Hiccup. He was staring at 
him with hopeful eyes, demanding his father to console him. 

Stoick could only think of a few words, words that he hoped held at 
least some meaning. "Don't be. You'll make mistakes, but you can't 
let them drag you down. We'll get through this, we always do." He 
smiled warmly, hoping that was enough. 

And as if to concur with his father, Henrik babbled, waving his hand 
excitedly. "Da, Da, Da, Da!" 

Hiccup giggled. "He wants you Dad." 

Stoick laughed and reached for Henrik, taking the little one in his 
arms, and treasuring him with everything he had. 

THE END 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Wow. It feels weird to be done this story! But I loved 
writing it and I love reading your reactions to the different things 
I put Hiccup through this time. Everyone, thank you so much for your 

support ! <br>_ This is my version of the sequel, but I think we can 

all agree that the sequel will be about 100X better than this story! 
Everyone, it's 48 days until the sequel comes and I, personally, 
can ' t wait ! 

><em>_Special thanks to KatieMarie999, Stormwalkerof Lorien, and 
dragonloverl7 (for an idea which I took) :) Also thanks to all my 
favorites and followers, which, frankly, are too many to list here, 
and I thank everyone for that ! 

>One more question and then I'll shut up. In my amazing audience's 
opinion, should there be some one-shots continuing this series? 
Opinions ?<br>THANKS SO MUCH GUYS! THIS HAS MEANT SO MUCH TO ME AND I 
LOVE ALL OF YOU FOR STEPPING UP AND HELPING AND ENCOURAGING ME! THANK 
YOU! 


End 
f ile . 



